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MADAM, 


ERMIT me to lay at the foot of your 
throne this volume, which 1s an attempt 
to tranſlate from your native language, a work 
delervedly admired. I am ſenſible it is but 
a faint repreſentation of the glowing beauties 
of the excellent original; yet I flatter myſelf, 
have in ſome meaſure prelcrved the ideas, 
eſpecially thole which fill and warm the heart 
with the love of virtue. On this account, and 
on this only, I preſume to hope for your Ma- 
jeity's favourable acceptance of the work. 
Placed by the hand of Providence at an 
humble diſtance from the great, my cares and 
plcaſures are concentred within the narrow 
limits of my little family, and it is in order 
to contribute to the ſupport and education of 
my children, I have taken up the pen. Your 
Majeſty's patronage will undoubtedly inſure 
my ſucceſs; but I am far from hoping that 
You, Madam, will give your royal ſanction to 
a performance that has no other merit to plead 
than the ill. judged, tho' affectionate induſtry 
oi a fond mother. If I have attempted a taſk 
tor Which nature never deligned me, it is juſt 
that diſappoiatment ſhould teach me humility 
and widom : and I bow without repining at 


tne ſtroke, 
Conſined 
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Confined as my ſituation is, I ſhared in the 
univerſal joy viſible on every countenance on 
your ſafe arrival. This general ſatisfaction 
was a molt auſpicious omen. in the beginning 
of your reign. May you, Madam, ever fec! 
the delight of giving joy to a brave and loyal 
people. May your exemplary virtues, united 
with thoſe of our beloved ſovereign, put 
wickedneſs to ſhame, and force vice to hide 
its head. May all ranks influenced by Royal 
precedent and the manners of your court, 
grow aſhamed of licentiouſneſs, inhumanity, 
profaneneſs, and diſſipation. May the lincerc 


e and love of a reformed, united and |. 


appy people, render valuable the {ſplendor 
of your public ſtation, while domeſtic peace, 
conjugal felicity, and maternal love, fill with 
tranquil delight your more retired hours. 
May ſee with tranſport the riſing virtues of a 
numerous progeny. May you, Madam, to 
uſe the patriarchal language of my author— 
May you full of days and full of glory, after 
having beheld your children's children flou- 
riſh round you, late, very late, reſign an 
earthly crown, to receive an everlaſting dia- 
dem in the realms of bliſs and immortality. 
Thele are the ardent wiſhes of, 


Mapa, 
Yours and his MajzsTY's 
Moſt devoted and moſt obedient 
Subject and Servant, 
MARY COLLXER. 


BE 


THE 


AUTROR's PREFACE. 


I Now attempt a more ſublime ſubject than 
has hitherto employed my pen, from a de- 
fire of knowing whether my abilities are ca- 
pable of being carried to a greater length. 
This 1s a curiolity which ought to influence 
every one. The public are too apt to diſ- 
courage a young poet who has ſucceeded in 
one branch of poetry, and would confine him 
to that only in which he has once ſucceeded, 
as his ne plus ultra; as if that alone was the 
very thing in which he could ſhew the whole 
ſtrength of his genius, when, perhaps, ſome 
external circumſtance, or a mere accident, ra- 
ther than any particular impulſe, determined 

his choice. | 
Though a poet who ventures on the ſu- 
blimer parts of poetry were not entitled to 
regard from the public, he would find him- 
ſelf amply rewarded in the happy execution 
of his voluntary taſk. To revolve in the 
mind a vaſt variety of matters, to trace 'the 
motives of actions to their original ſpring, to 
celineate characters, and through intricate 
ccurrences, by degrees, to open intereſting 
events, 1s attended with a thouſand pleaſures. 
To him nature is a magazine never to be ex- 
hauſted, whence- true genius collects every 
* 3 material 
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material that can embelliſh his favourite ob- 
Jeet; then 1s the wage mind exerted, and ta- 
ents. are awakened which would very proba- 
bly have otherwiſe lain dormant and un- 
known. Fo 

But it will be ſaid, at this rate, we ſhall 
have nothing to read but epic poems and tra- 
gedies. They who are ſuſpicious of ſuch a 
misfortune, ſhould. be informed, that when I 
ſay ſuch compoſitions will give greater and 
more various pleaſures than little pieces to the 
Poet, I mean, they will alſo do the ſame to 
the reader. Few indeed have leiſure or in- 
clination for large performances ; moſt men 
are taken up with employments of a different 
nature: many will chuſe to pay their addreſſes 
to a leſs coy miſtreſs than the epic mule ; and 
I dare propheſy, we ſhall never be without 
maſter-pieces in every branch of poetry. Far 
be it from me to depreciate the light and ſpor- 
tive works of fancy; for though I wiſh for 
more Homers, I yet think AÆſop and Anacreon | 

cannot be too much admired. _ 
Some will be aſtoniſhed, and others offend- 
ed, that I have taken for my ſubject a ſcrip- 
ture hiſtory. The latter, I will ſuppoſe, are 
ſomewhat advanced in years, and 5255 by 
being immerſed in buſineſs, and the defire of 
growing rich, being hindred from looking into 
new books; theſe have a zeal for the honour 
of their religion, and retain all their prejudices 
they imbibed in their youth againſt poetry, 
having drawn their knowledge of that divine 
art from ſpecimens, which, a very few ex- 
cepted, were neither worthy to be 1 ry | 
| e valued. 
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valued. A poet, in the times of their youth, 
was eſteemed even by ſenſible Germans, o ly 
as a droll fellow, a kind of buffoon. Bu: to 
thoſe who have read the Bible with ſo little 
attention to its beauties, as to make a crime 
of this undertaking, I have nothing to 1.4 
they muſt be void of taſte; and to reaſon 
with ſuch would be as ridiculous as to carr 
a lanthorn before the blind. It is to thoſe 
who are capable of reflection, I defire now to 
addreſs my elf. I would with theſe to obſerve, 
that the works which cauſed poets to be con- 
ſidered in a contemptible light, were wrote 
in an age when poetry was wretchedly de- 
clining, and far from its original and genuine 
dignity. It has always been in the retinue of 
religion, and is of very great ſervice to it, 
being the moſt energetic method of conveying 
ſentiments of virtue and devotion. It affords 
a noble delight to the underſtanding, it im- 
proves the heart, and excites to whatever is 
becoming and praiſe-worthy. But to anſwer 
theſe valuable purpoſes, even when 1t relaxes 
and ſports, its wit muſt be decent and pure, 
and have a tendency to create a contempt for 
ribaldry and profaneneſs. Poetry of the looſe 
kind I deſpiſe and deteſt from my very foul. 
Under the conduct of prudence, virtue, and 
good manners, poetry may be allowed to take 
its ſubject from- the great truths of our holy 
religion. What can be more proper for the 
exerciſe of genius than the ſacred hiſtory ? 
As Chriſtians we aſſent to its truth; as Chriſ- 
tians we are equally concerned in its impar- 
tant events. The poet, if he has the happy 
| SE art 
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art of illuſtrating the characters he draws from 
divine hiſtory, with what 1s probable and 
pleaſing, and placing them in an inſtructive 
view, will have an opportunity of conveying, 
in the cleareſt and moſt ſtriking manner, the 
ſalutary influences of religion and piety into 
the hearts of all ranks off men, and will be 
read with pleaſure by perſons in every ſitua- 
tion. If this be attempted by a head unequal 
to the taſk, ſuch performances I allow, may 
do more harm than good; but 1s not this 

equally the caſe with all judicious expoſlitions ? 

This liberty, with the ſacred hiltory, has 
been uſed in all nations ; and among us, even 
at the time of the reformation, few were diſ- 
pleaſed with the dramatic pieces taken from 
the ſcriptures ; theſe were publicly allowed, 
though their principal merit was the good in- 
tention of their authors, the poetry being far 
from elegant. l | | 

But a new objector ſtarts up and cries, At 
this rate the Bible will become a mere fable. 
I would aſk him if this has been the fate of 
9 9 hiſtory? Homer and Virgil took the 

ubject of their poems from ancient hiſtory ? 
but who ever thought of adjuſting thoſe hiſ- 
tories by their poems? or who in reading 
their works, imagined them to be hiſtorians, 
or conſidered them in any other light than as 
poets? — 

There is yet another numerous ſet of peo- 
ple to whom I muſt pay my reſpects ; Theſe 
are they who are too exceſſively polite to re- 
Iſh heroes who have a ſenſe of piety ; who 
talk of religion, who are ſerious, and affect 

| neither 
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neither raillery nor wit. Characters drawn 
from thoſe ex hited in the days of thinking, 
muſt make a itrange appearance to thoſe ſons 
of faſhion. Such manners! ſuch converſation! 
to them my herocs will appear as odd crea- 
| tures as thole o! iHomer did to the French, who 
were offended that they were not Frenchmen. 
To theſe {laves of mode I would whiſper it as 
a ſecret, that nyſelf being young, and like 
them fond of applauſe, I will, in order to 
obtain their ſ{uijrages, which are of mighty 
importance to me, give this ſubject a new 
dreſs. I will i1iroduce an amorous intrigue, 
for what is an pic poem Without a love ad- 
venture? Abel {hall be a languiſhing petit 
maitre ; Cain, rough Captain of the Coſſacks, 
and nothing come from the lips of Adam, 
that is not i aracter from an hoary French- 
man hackn©y d in the ways of the world. 
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HE work from which this 1s attempted, is 
written by Mr. Geflner, of * Zurich in 
Swiſſerland. The rapidity of the ſale does 
honour to the taſte of the Swiſs and Germans, 
it having paſſed through three editions in one 
ear. A 3 
$ The ſubject is the Death of Abel, which is 
the moſt remarkable event recorded in the 
ſacred hiſtory from the fall to the deluge. The 
t has hed the art to intereſt us in the di- 
reſſes of our firſt parents and their immedi- 
ate deſcendants, by the lively and 0 
manner in which he manages the paſſions, an 
by the graces and truth he throws into his 
paintings, while he deſcribes the ſimple man- 
ners of the firſt inhabitants of the earth. 

All our author's works, of which this is the 
firſt that has been tranſlated into Engliſh, are 
wrote in a kind of looſe poetry, unſhackled 
by the tagging of rhymes, or the counting of 
ſyllables. This method of writing ſeems per- 
fectly ſuited to the German language, and is 
of a middle ſpecies between verſe and proſe: 
It has the beauties of the firſt, with the eaſe 
of the laſt. It is not however peculiar to Mr. 
Geſſner; for in this manner the great Fenelon 


wrote his Telemachus, of which the 3 * 
| | | Has 
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has been favoured with an elegant tranſlation 
by the able hand of Dr. Hawkeſworth. 

Of this attempt Iam not qualified to ſpeak; 
were I to decry it I lhould certainly be arro- 
gant and rude in offering it to the public, and 
to praiſe it would be preſumption. But I will 
venture to ſay, that I flatter myſelf my copy 
has eſcaped any glaring deformity, though it 
may want many of the almoſt inimitable 
graces of the charming original. That painter 
mult indeed be a dauber who could make a 
diſagreeable picture while he attempted to 
copy a Raphacl or a Titian. Such as it is I 
leave it to the candor of the reader, believing, 
that notwithſtanding the loud cry of umverſal 
depravity, no one will, without juſt cauſe, 
and in mere wantonneſs of cruelty, condemn 
the athduous efforts of a female pen. 
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JENCEF ORTH repoſe in ſilence, thou 
11 ſoft pipe; no more I render thee vocal, 
no more I ſing the fimple manners of the ruſ- 
tic \wain. Gladly would I raiſe my voice to 
bolder ftrains, and in harmonious lay rehearſe 
the adventures of our primeval parents; after 
their dreadful fall. Gladly would I celebrate 
him, who ſacrificed by a brother's fury, had 
his duſt firſt mingled with the earth. Come 
thou noble enthuſiaſm, that warmeſt and fil- 
leſt the mind of the wrapt poet, who during 
the ſilent hours of-the night, contemplates in 
the gloom of the thick grove, or at the fide of 
a clear ſtream, glimmering with the moon's 


pale lamp; when ſeized by a divine tranſport, 


imagination takes her flight, and with bold 
wing traverſing the region of created ſub- 
ſtante, penetrates into the diſtant empire of 
poſſibilities, diſcovering with clear view the 
marvellous that captivates, and the beautiful 
that enchants. Loaded with treaſure, ſhe re- 
turns to arrange and conſtruct her various ma- 
terials. Taught by reaſon to chuſe and reject, 
ſhe with a wiſe ceconomy;: admits only What 
JJ ARS = 
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forms harmonious relations. Delightful em- 
1 ! laudable conſtancy ! I honour the 

ard, who to excite ſentiments of virtue in 
the yielding heart, watches the nocturnal ſong 
of the graſhopper, till the riſing of the morn- 
ing ſtar. Poſterity will crown the urn of a 
poet, who conſecrates his talents to virtue and 
to innocence : his reputation ſhall bloom with 
untading verdure, while the trophies of the 
proud conquerer. ſhall moulder in the duſt, 
and the ſuperb mauſoleum of a tyrant ſhall 
ſtand unknown in the midſt of a defart, where 
human feet have made no path. Few, it is 
true, who have. ventured on theſe noble ſub- 
jects, have received from nature the gift of 
ſinging well; but the attempt is laudable: to 
it I conſecrate all my moments of leiſure, and 
all my ſolitary — 2 FCC 
The tranquil hours had juſt given Aurora 
the tint of the roſe, and dilpelled the vapors. 
of the night that had hovered over the ſha- 
_ dowy earth, while the ſun, beginning to dart 
his firſt rays behind the 'black cedars of the 
mountains, tinged with radiant purple the 
half-enlightened clouds; when Abel and his 


beloved Thirza left their leafy couch, and re- 


paired to a , e bower, compoſed of 
inter woven jeſſemine and roſes. The tender- 
eſt love and pureſt virtue ſhone with the mild- 
eſt beams in the fine blue eyes of Thirza, and 
gave attractive graces to the carnation of her 
cheeks: with her fair locks, waving in ringlets 
on her ſnowy neck, and hanging with a be- 
coming r down her back, added to 
the beauty WON: Thus. ihe. 


the 
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the ſide of Abel, ,whaſe: high forehead was 
ſhaded with ringlets; of the Rate, brown, 
. no lower than his ſhoulders. An air 
of thought and reflection was agreeably mixed 
with the ſweet ſerenity of his looks, and he 
moved with the. eaſy, grace of an angel who 
charged with the gracious commands of the 
Mott High, becomes viſible to the enraptur'd 
faint in human form; but the-veil he aſſumes 
is Of ſuch raviſhing beauty, that through it 
ſhines the angel. Thirza, with a look of af 
tection, and a tender ſmile, cried, O my love, 
now the birds awake, and begin to chant 
their morning ſong; let me hear the hymn 
you yeſterday ſung in theſe ſmiling paſtures ; 
let me alſa join in the rapturous 9 pHEnt 
of ſerving the Lord. The melody, of thy lips 
inſpires my heart with an holy tranſport, the 
ſenſations I feel, but am unable to expreſs. 
Abel tenderly embracing her, replied, My 
lovely Thirza, inſtantly I will grant thy re- 
queſt. I no ſooner read thy wiſhes in thine 
eyes, than with a lover's haſte I {trive to ful- 
fil them. They then ſeated themſelves in the 
fragrant bower, whoſe entrance was gilded 
by the morning ſun, and Abel thus began: 
Retire, O ſleep, from every eye. Fly ye 


hovering dreams; reaſon again reſumes her 


throne; again ſhe illumines the mind, as the 
morning lun enlightens the fertile earth. We 
hail thee, reſplendent ſun, who Jarteſt th 
beams from behind the cedars; thy friend- 
ly rays give light and colour to re- Animated 
nature, and every beauty ſmiles with new 


„„ 2; 9744. <A 


'l i F. 


| £ | 382 N * e 4 a 
. 4 - Retire, 


The Death of Abel. 15 


Retire, O ſleep, from every eye. Fly ye 
hovering dreams to the ſhades of night. Where 
are the ſhades of night? they have fled to the 
caves of the rocks; we*ſhall find them there, 
and be refreſhed by their coolneſs during the 
ſultry heat of noan. See where the new-born 
day, firſt wakes the eagle: where on the glit- 
tering ſummits of the rocks, atid the ſhim 
ſides of the mountains, the exhalations aſcen 
and mix with the pure air of the morning, the 
ſmoke of the burnt-offering ariſes from the 
altar. Thus nature celebrates the returning 
li ht, and pays to nature's God the ſacrifice 
4 grateful praiſe. Praiſe him all things hat 
exiſt; praiſe him whoſe' wifdon and goodneſs 
preſerved all. Ye ſpringing flowers exhale 
the ſweets he gave e. His praiſe. ve 
winged inhabitants of the Grove, pour forth 
the warbling of your little throats to him who 
gave you voice and melody, while the majeſ- 
tio lion pays him homage with the terror of 
his mouth, and tlie caverns of the rocks re- 
found his praiſe. Praiſe God, O my ſoul! 
| 7 5 God the creator and preſerver. Let 
the voice of man reach thy thronep O Lord, 
before that of any other creatures: in the 
grey twi-light, at the dawn of the morning, 
while, the birds and the beaſts yet ſleep, 
may my ſolitary fong find acceptance; and 
minvite the reviving crłation to praiſe thee the 
great Creator and Preſerver. How mägnifi- 
bent are thy works, O God! wiſdom and 
goodneſs are ſtamped” on all. Wherever I 
turn mine eyes, I perceive the traces of thy 
bounty; each ſenſe is tranſported; and con- 
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tre.” The Almighty ſpoke ; Darkneſs fled, and. 
Silence heard his voice: he commanded, and 
myriads of 8 creatures emerged from the 
teeming earth, fluttered in the air with va- 
riegated plumage, and rendered the aſtoniſh- 
ed woods vocal With the praiſes of the bene- 
ficent Creator. Earth again hears. the voice 
of her Almighty. Maker; the heaving clods 
riſe in innumerable ſhapes, and burſt into life 
and motion. The new. formed horſe bounds - 
oer the verdant turf, and neighing ſhakes. his 
mane: while the ſtrong lion, impatient, to free 
himſelf from the cumbrous earth, attempts his 
firſt roaring. A hill teems with life; it moves: 
it burſts, and from it ſtalks the huge unwiel- 
dy elephant. Theſe are thy works, O thou 
Omnipotent! Each morn thou calleſt thy 
creatures from fleep, the image of non- 
exiſtence; they awake ſurrounded by thy 
bounties, and join unanimous. to chaunt, thy > 
pravle. Ta ante ve Wg e ine 
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Mall re ſound from every corner of the peo- 
pled earth, when thine altars ſhall blaze on 
every hill, and man ſhall celebrate thy work 
from the riling to the ſetting day. 
Thus ſang Abel, ſeated by his beloved 
Thirza. He ceaſed; yet ſhe, filled with a 
divine tranſport, ſeemed to hear. At length 
encircling him in her ſnowy arms, while her 
eyes beamed. tenderneſs, ſhe cried, O my 
love! the muſic of thy lips raiſes my mind to 
God. Thy endearing care not only protects 
my feeble body, but under thy protection 
my ſoul takes her flight: thou art her guide! 
amidſt the obſcurity of doubt and darkneſs; 
thy wiſdom diſſipates the clouds, and turns 
her aſtoniſhment into devout extaſy. How 
often have Inſpired by Gratitude, rendered 
thanks to God Moſt High, for having created 
me for thee, and thee for me. O my love! 
unanimous in every wiſh, were we formed to 
While ſhe ſpoke, conjugal tenderneſs. diſ- 
fufed inęxq ref ble Graces on every word and 
every Geſture. Abel remained ſilent, but his 
ſoftened" look, while he ſnatched her to his 
boſom, and the tear juſt ſtarting from his 
r eye, ſpoke unutterable love. Thus 
appy was the man, thus pure his delights; 
the fruitful earth refreſhed and fitted him for 
action by her bounties. Contented with ne- 
ceſſaries, he aſks of heaven only virtue and 
health; Luxury and diſcontent, had not yet 
filled him with infatiable deſixes, which; in- 
ventive of numberleſs wants, bury happineſs 
undef a load of ſplendid miſeries ; an * | 
411 | | O 
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of heart there formed the nuptial tie. No 
tear of waſting penury, or the! frown of a 
tyrannic parent; no low ambition ; no want 
of land or Gold then kept the ſoft maiden from 
the fond boſom of the youth ſhe loved. id age 
cares are thy. Gifts, O Luxury! Data 1058 tts 
Abel and Thirza were ſtilf ſented, 9 
Add and Eve entered the bower: they -had 
hitened with delight to the ſong of Abel. arid 
had heard Thirza vent tlie effuſions, of her 
fondneſs. They now embraced: thew children 
while their hearts expanded. with Parental af- 
fection, ande en # lively joy en ort ——_ 
cheeks. b ine n 
Maine Chic ſp pouſe, had falloweit. the 
footſteps of her e and had been witneſs 
of the happineſs of her brother and ſiſter: her 
e mind was fred from envy, baleful paſ- 
Vet dejection ſat on her countenance, a 
mild languor appeared in her eyes, ſorrow 
had faded the bloom once ſeen on her now 
allid cheek! She had heard Thirzaenpreſs 
ber gratitude to heaven for having been cre- 
ated for Abel, and he for her their mutual 
tenderneſs forced tears from her eyes, and 
fighs from her: pained boſom, while ſad re+ 
membrance drew the compariſon between 
the two haſbands: But ſoon: wiped way the 
pearly drops, and with a gracetulifinile! en- 
tered the bower where, with cordiab affect ion, 
{he ſaluted her brother and liſter. r % $60! 
At the ſame time, Cain paſſing by the fra- 
grant Made, had heard Abels melodious vice, 
and had bebeld his delighted father tenderly 
eenbrger him. At this light envy fixed her 
| envenomed 
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envenomed {ting in his heart, and he, giving 
a furious look at the bower, cried, What ſigns 
of joy are here, what {ond careſſes! I too 
might ſing, were my days like his, ſpent idly 
reclining in the ſhade, while the flocks were 
fporting, or cropping the green herbage : but 
I am not made for ſinging. Rugged labour is 
my anheritance ;' though I turn the Glebe, tho 
J break the ſtubborn earth, curſt for my fa- 
ther's ſin with barrenneſs, yet my fatigues 
meet wich no ſuch fond rewards : did my ſoft 
brother but toil like me one day beneath the 
ſoorching' ſun, it would ſpoil his muſic; he 
would trill no ſongs.— What more embraces |! 
how I hate this effeminate dalliance ! but if 
that fair youth be pleaſed, no matter what I 
Hate. 190 £3 | [937420 ; | 
Cain then, with haſty ſteps, walked on; he 
had been overheard, and his diſcontent had 
filled*the happy family with deep concern. 
Mahala became ſtill more pale, and diſſolving 
in tears, ſunk down by the ſide of Thirza; 
while Eve reclining on her huſband, lamented 
the obduracy of her firſt- born. O my much- 
beloved parents, cried Abel, I will follow my 
_ unhappy brother, I Will embrace him, and 
ſay Whatever fraternal love can dictate to en- 
age His affections, Iwill try every art of 
per ſuaſion to make him forget his anger. I 
will not leave him till he promiſes to love me. 
1 have ſearched into the very bottom of my 
ſoul to know by what means I may regain 
him, and find a way to his heart. Sometimes 
I have kinclled his extinguiſhed love; but 
120 rr boy + ln r 
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alas! too ſoon the gloom returns, and ſullen 
ſadneſs damps the ſacred flame. 

With troubled look Adam anſwered, I my- 
ſelf, my beloved Abel, will go to your bro- 
ther. Reaſon and patcrnal love ſhall unite 
their force to combat his obduracy. He will 
not ſurely reſiſt the authority and tenderneſs 
of an alllicted father! O Cain, Cain, with 
what torturing cares doſt thou fill my heart! 
The tumult of tyrannic paſſions has chaſed 
from thy ſoul every ſentiment of love and 
virtue. O fin! fatal fin ! terrible is the de ſo- 
lation thou ſpreadeſt in the human breaſt. 
What gloomy pre ſages torture my lad boſom, 
when I look thro' futurity, and behold its ra- 
vages among my unhappy offspring. Thus 
ſpake the father of mankind; Grief ſat heavy 
on his venerable brow. He left the bower, 

and with haſty ſtep ſought his firſt-born. 

Cain beheld him coming, and ceaſing from 
his labour, thus began: What means this 
ſternneſs in my father's look? it was with no 
ſuch air of ſeverity thou cameſt to embrace 
my AFOtheT. Why do thine eyes reproach 
me | 
| Thou wouldſt not, my ſon, have read re- 
proach in my eyes, returned Adam, wert 
thou not conſcious thou deſerveſt reproach, 
and thy offended father is come to thee in all 
the bitterneſs of Griet. | 

Without any love, interrupted Cain, that 
ſenſation is reſerved for Abel. | 

With love alſo, reſumed Adam, heaven 1s 
my witneſs, I love thee with a father's fond-- 
neſs, Theſe tears, theſe inquietudes and 
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anxious cares that agitate me, and no lefs her 
who brought thee forth with pain, have their 
ſource in the molt affectionate love. "Tis this 
tender love and concern for thy happineſs, 
that caſts a Gloom over our days ; 'tis a love 
that cauſes the ſilence of the night to be inter- 
rupted by our ſighs and lamentations. O Cain, 
Cain! didſt thou love us, it would be thy 
moſt earneſt care to dry up our tears, and to 
diſpel that cloud of Grief which darkens our 
days and fills them with horror. Ah! if thou 
ſtill retaineſt in the breaſt any regard for the 
omniſcient Creator to whom the inmoſt receſ- 
ſes of thy heart are open: if the leaſt ſpark 
of filial love to us thy parents remains in th 
obdurate ſoul, I conjure thee by that regard, 
and that love, to reſtore to us our loſt peace. 
Reſtore, O my ſon, our extinguiſhed joy. 
Nouriſh no longer againſt thy brother who 
loves thee with a ſincere affedion, this ruth- 
leſs hatred. He longs to embrace thee; gladly 
would he clear from thy mind the tares of 
__ diſcontent with which it is over-run. O Cain, 
thou wert my firſt-born, the beginning of my 


ſtrength. When thy infant eyes opened to 


the light, I beheld thee with all the father in 
my heart. Wherefore then is thy ſoul diſ- 
quieted ? Why does envy dwell in thy boſom, 
becaule I rejoice too in thy brother: His re- 
fined and exalted piety drew from us tears of 
joy, and we in the ſweet tranſport, careſs'd 
him. The angels who ſurround us applaud 
every good action: the Almighty h 

looks down from heaven's high arch, and re- 
gards with complacency the grateful offerings 


imſelf 


. 
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of a thankful heart. Would thou change the 


invariable nature of beauty and Goodneſs ” 
this is not in our power, and if it were, Cain, 
how muſt we be depraved before we could 
wilh to withſtand the noble joy, the tender, 
the exquiſite feelings, that high raiſed devotion 
and exalted virtue create in the enraptured 
ſoul. Darkneſs, ſtorms, and the thunder of 
heaven call forth no gentle ſmile on the hu- 
man countenance ; as little do the agitation ot 
boiſterous paſſions cauſe joy to ſpring up in 
the human heart. 


Cain ſternly anſwered, Is reproach then all 


I atn to hear from a father's lips ? If my face 
does not wear a pleaſing {mile ; if tears of ten- 
derneſs do not follow each other down my 
cheeks, am I for this to be branded with de- 
teſtable vices ? Born with more firmneſs, bold 


- enterprizes and ſevere toils have ever been 


my choice. Nature has ſtamped on my fore- 
head a manly Gravity. I cannot weep or {mile 
at every trifle. Does the towering eagle coo 
hke the timorous dove ? 

Adam with majeſtic Gravity returned, thou 
deceiveſt thyſelf: thou harboureſt in thy bo- 
fom horrid ſentiments that will rankle in thine 
heart, and render thee wretched if they are 
not ſtifled. O Cain! it is no manly Gravity 


that is ſtamped on thy brow; it is envy, ſor- 


row, and gloomy diſcontent. Theſe are ſeen 


in thine eyes; the diſturbance of thy mind 


is viſible in thy whole deportment. This in- 
ward dejection, O my ſon! has ſpread a cloud 
over all thy proſpects. Hence ariſe thy con- 
tinual murmurs, thy pee viſhneſs and paſſion 

| Sa during 
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during the labours of the day : hence the 
black melancholy, to which thou art a prey. 
Tell, Oh, tell thine affectionate father, what 
will give thee eaſe, It is his ardent wiſh that 
thy Ws may pals ſerene as the vernal morn. 
What cauſe haſt thou O Cain! to be diſquiet- 
ed? Are not all the ſprings of happineſs open 
to thee ? Indulgent nature offers to thee all 
her beauties. 'The good, the uſeful, the agree- 
able, are not they thine as well as ours? Why 
then doſt thou leave the bleſſings of heaven 
untaſted, and complaineſt of wretchedneſs? 
It is becauſe thou art diſſatisfied with the por- 
tion of happineſs the 'divine bounty has been 
pleaſed to beſtow upon fallen man? Is not 
every bleſſing the undeſerved Gift of infinite 
Goodneſs? Dolt thou envy the lot of angels? 
know that the angels were ſuſceptible — diſ- 


content, and by aſpiring to become Gods, for- 
feited heaven. Would thou arraign the dif-. n_ 
penſations of the Moſt High towards his ſinful 


creatures ? While the whole creation in uni- 
verſal concert praiſes the Creator, {hall guilty 
man, a worm ſprung from the mud, dare to 
lift up his N and carp at him whoſe infi- 
nite wiſdom regulates the wide expanſe of 
heaven; to whom all Wee is preſent, and 
who, by his unerring providence, can cauſe 
evil to be productive of good? Be chearful 
O my fon; caſt from thee this ſadneſs and 
diſcontent; let it no longer diſturb thy thoughts; 
no longer throw ful Gloom over the 
natural ſerenity of thy countenance. Open 
thine heart to every ſocial affection, and look 
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with grateful complacency on all the innocent 
- pleaſures which nature diſplays before thee. 
What need of all theſe exhortations ! cried 
Cain, do I not know, that, was my heart at 
eaſe, every thing around me would give me 
delight? but can I filence the ſtorm, or bid 
the impetuous torrent flow in a placid {tream? 
Jam born of woman, and from my nativity 
Tentenced to miſery. On my unhappy head 


the Almighty has poured forth the cup of 


malediction. It is not for me nature diſplays 
Her beauties, nor do the ſtreams of bliſs, of 
which you take ſuch plenteous draughts flow 
Minot tne agree 

Alas! my ſon, ſaid Adam, with a voice 
rendered almoſt inarticulate by his ſtrong 
emotions and his tears: tis but too true, that 
the divine malediction was pronounced on all 


born of woman: but why, O why ſhouldeſt 
\: 1 4 , | , a 
= thou believe that God has poured on thee 


our firſt-born more of wrath than on us the 


firſt tranſgreſſors. No this is not, this cannot 


be the caſe; ſovereign goodneſs: contradicts 


it. No my dear ſon, thou wert not born for 


miſery ; the beneficent Creator never called 
any of his creatures into being to render them 
un ppb. Man may indeed, by his own folly, 
make himſelf wretched, if he ſuffers his rea- 
lon to yield to impetuous paſſions, ignorant 
of true felicity, he may ce his life a bur- 


then, and convert what is naturally good and 


ſalutary into a deſtructive poiſon. Thou canſt 
not filence the ſtorm, nor ſtop the rapidity of 
the torrent; but thou canſt diſpel the clouds 
pt diſcontent that obſcure thy reaſon, ny re- 
FV kf 
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ſtore to thy ſoul its original light. Thou canſt 
force into ſubjection every impetuous paſlion, 
every irregular deſire. Gain, O my ſon, this 
noble victory over thyſelf, and it will refine. 
thy ſentiments: thy whole foul will be 1llu- 
mined : darkneſs and diſtreſs will vaniſh like 
the miſt of the dawn before the ſolar ray. 
There was a time, my. dear ſon, when I have 
{een thee even ſhed tears; when from the gra- 
tulations of conſcience, joy hath ſpread itſelf 
through all thy powers; delightful fruit of 
virtuous actions! I refer it to thyſelf, Cain, 
wert thou not then happy? was not thy ſoul 
like the clear azure of the heavens, uncloud- 
ed and unſpotted. Recover that beam of the 
deity, Reaſon: let her clear light direct thy 
eps, ng virtue her inſeparable companion, 
will reſtore joy and permanent felicity to thy 
purified heart. Liſten -O Hin! and comply 


with the advice of thy father, The ſirſt in. 


junction that reaſon lays on thee is to em- 
Lice thy brother. With what joy will he 
receive thy endearments ! with what tender- 

neſs will he return them! | | 
Father, replied Cain, when at the heat of 
noon I reſt from my labour I will embrace 
him. I cannot now leave the field. I pro- 
miſe I will obey thee, and embrace my bro- 
ther: but—while I breathe, my firm foul will 
never be diſſol ved to that effeminate weakneſs 
which ſo endears him to you, and makes your 
eyes run over with tranſport. To a ſoftneſs 
like this we all owe the curſe denounced 
againſt us. When in Paradiſe, you weakly 
ſuffered yourſelf to be overcome by a woman's 
| tears, 
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tears, But what do I ſay. Dare I reproach 
my father? no my venerable parent, I re- 
verence thee, and am ſilent. Thus ſpake 


Aurate ſonwvi 


eie, What a wretch am I, how could I 
J - Fepreach ſo good, ſo tender a parent? how 

have I loaded him with grief! I {till hear 
= hs Le th ſee him lift his ſupplicating 
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Cain, and returned to his labour. 


Adam remained motionleſs, with his hands 


and eyes raiſed to heaven: at length in a tone 
of 2 diſtreſs, he cried, O Cain, Cain! I 
have deſerved theſe cutting reproaches; but 


Should thou not have ſpared thy father ? 


Should thou not have forborn this cruel charge, 
which, like a clap of thunder, ſhakes my tor- 


tured ſoul? Ah me! thus will my lateſt pol- 


terity, when immerſed in lin, they feel the 
pangs inſeparable from guilt, riſe up againſt 


my duſt, and curſe the ſirſt ſinner, 


Having thus ſpoke, Adam with penſive eyes 
fixed on the earth, ſlowly withdgew. The 
groans that burt g the agitated boſom of 
V ſtruck even this ob- 
txemorle, and he cried, gazing 


* 


hands to heaven — Perhaps, vile as I am, he 
prays for me; for me who have torn his heart 
with keen diſtreſs, O that I too could pray; 
but I am a monſter Hell is in my boſom, and 
like a ravaging whirlwind, I deſtroy the peace 
of all around me, Return, O reaſon, return; 
return O virtue, chaſe from my troubled ſoul 
theſe wild and darkening paſſions; — Still, ſtill 
he prays. O how his emotions reproach me, 


His claſpt hands are again raiſed in agony ; he 


teems 
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ſeems ſpent. I will at his feet implore his par- 


don. O my raſh tongue my rebellious heart! 


Cain then ran towards Adam, who was 
leaning againſt a tree, with his weeping eyes 
fixed on the ground: He threw himſelf on 
the earth, and cried, Forgive me, forgive me, 
O my father! I deſerve thou ſhould'ſt turn 
from me with abhorrence. I abhor myſelf; 
but while I am thus humbled before thee in 
the duſt, while I thus graſp thy knees, deſpiſe 
not my repentance ; deſpiſe not my tears. My 
hardened heart reliſted thine exhortations 
with a ſullen pride: but O my mjured father; 
thy diſtreſs and thy Groans have melted my 
obdurate foul. A beam from heaven has en- 
lightened my benighted mind. With unfeign- 
ed ſorrow and deep contrition I fee my folly, 
I ſee my guilt, I know that I am unworthy of 
thy love. Yet, O my dear and venerable pa- 
rent! reject not theſe penitential tears—reject 


not the ſincere ſubmiſhon of my heart: O my ©. 
father, I 1mplore pardon of God, of thee, and 


of my brother. Riſe my ſon, riſe, cried Adam, 


affectionately Nee N him, and raiſing him 


to his boſom: the moſt high, who dwelleth in 
the heavens, beholds with cotnplacency theſe 
tears of repentance. Embrace me my ſon, 
and receive thy joyful father's forgiveneſs and 
cordial embrace. Bleſt time, happy hour, in 
which my fon, my firſt-born reſtores our 
tranquility. My dear child ! joy exceſs of joy 
has weakened all my powers, port me my 
Ton, and let us haſten to thy brother, that my 
latisfaction may be compleated, by beholding 
your mutual endearments. Rents, 9 
Adam 
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Adam leaning on Cain, walked towards the 
paſtures. Abel, with his mother and ſiſters, 
| met them in the Grove; they had followed 
Adam at a diſtance, they had ſeen his emo- 
tions, and with delight had beheld the tears 
| and repentance of Cain. Abel, the moment 
1 he ſaw his brother, flew to him with open 
arms: he claſped them around with a ſ{trenu- 
ous graſp, unable for ſome time to give vent, 
but from his eyes, to the ſweet effuſions of his 
heart.— At length he cried, O my brother! 
my dear brother thou then loveſt me 
loveſt me with fondneſs—let me hear thy lips 
| 1 that thou ſtill loveſt me, and my 
appineſs will be complete. Ves, my brother, 
anſwered Cain, while he preſt him with a 
warm embrace, I do indeed ſincerely love 
thee. May I hope thou wilt forgive my ha- 
ving ſo long embittered thy days by my un- 
kindneſs, and the muy of my boiſterous pal- 
ſions? I too my brother, was unhappy, but 
reaſon, like the rapid flaſh of heaven, broke 
through the Gloom, and has diſperſed the 
baleful tempeſt. Never, Abel, never mayell 
thou remember my former darkneſs. 
The delighted Abel with encreaſed rapture 
replied, never my dear Cain! be the paſt ut- 
terly forgotten. Who would dwell upon the 
diſtreſsful illuſions of a morning dream, when 
they might like me awake to real happineſs, 
ren by multiplied delights? my dear 
brother! words have not power to expreſs 
my tranſports to . er the ſweet joy with 
which my ſoul is filled, while I thus preſs thee. 
my friend, my brother, to my throbbing 
heart. | 5 
ve, 
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Eve, who with tender delight beheld the 
moving ſcene, ſprang to her ſons, and throw- 
ing her maternal arms round them both, 
while delicious tcars of joyful ſympathy ran 
down her cheeks, cried, O my ſons, my dear 
beloved children! never did I, ſince I have 
borne the tender name of mother, feel ſuch 
rapturous ſenſations. The griels, which like 
the weight of a cumbrous mountain oppreſſed. 
my ſoul, are now removed. My heart will be 
no more torne by the unhappy dilagreement 
of thoſe I carried in my womb, and nourithed 
with my breaſt. I ſhall now ſee—tranſported 
I ſhall ſee peace and — joy and love 
dwell among my happy offspring. As the 
fruitful vine is bleſt by the thirſty labourer, 
when refreſhed by its delicious fruit, ſo will 
my now united children bleſs me as the in- 
ſtrument of their felicity. Let me, my ſons, 
join you in this ſweet embrace; let me too, 
my daughters, preſs you to my boſom. With 
what joy do I participate in this unſpeakable 
exliuty, viſible in the faces of my children, 
and on that of my much-loved huſband ! ſhe 
then turned towards Adam, her matron lip 
met his, while conjugal tenderneſs and paren- 
tal love were ſeen blended in her {till gliſten- 
ing eye. 1 

The beauteous ſiſters, though ſilent, ſhared 
the general rapture. Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, 
when diſengaged from her motlier's fond em- 
brace, ſaid, while vivacity and joy ſparkled 
in her altered features, Let us, my deareſt 
_ Thirza, chuſe the faireſt flowers, to deck our 
bower, delightful ſeat of peace and happineſs! _ 

D We'll 
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We'll ſtrip the bending branches of their 
luſcious to form their rich repaſt. This day, 
this happy day, we will, with united hearts, 
welcome the new-born joy. She then, with 
nimble feet, followed by Thirza, ran to pre- 
pare the ſweet refreſhing banquet. 

Adam and his ſpouſe, attended by their 
ſons, walked ſlowly on; ere they had reach- 
ed the bower, the active ſiſters had beſpread 
the green carpet; fruits of various ſorts offer- 
ed their juices, while variegated flowers lent 
their odours, and cheared the eye with their 
bright tints. The feaſt was elegant, but it was 
the elegance of nature: no darts of death hid 
in rich ſauces, ſtruck with unhoſpitable blow 
the unthinking gueſt. Contentment ſat on 
every face; in every eye beamed ſweet com- 

lacency. Social converſe and unmixed de- 
ight, gave rapidity to the flight of time, while 
the unheeded hours brought on mild even- 
ing. 
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BOOK II. 
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W HILE the firſt family of the world were 
in the bower indulging domeſtic bliſs, 
the father of mankind thus ſpoke : It is now, 
my children, you experience the delight of 
ſelf-approbation. The recollection of a good 
action, diffuſes a pleaſing ſerenity through the 
ſoul. Nothing, my ſons, nothing but the prac- 
tice of virtue can render us truly happy. Vir- 
tue makes us capable of the enjoyments of 
thoſe pure ſpirits, who ſurround the throne 
of God. While we follow the dictates of rea- 
lon, while we enjoy the Gratitude and love, 
the bleſſings of nature, and have humble hope 
and confidence in God our Maker, we antit- 
cipate the delights of heaven: but if we ſuffer 
our paſſions to degrade and ſubdue us, in- 
quietude, diſtreſs, and miſery will darken all 
our proſpects ; in vain will the fruitful earth 
pour forth her bounties. Believe my dear 
children! believe a father, made wiſe by his 
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own fatal experience, the joys of fin are fol- 
lowed by ſhame, ſorrow, and bitter repent- 
ance. O Eve, continued Adam, once the 
dear partner of my diſtreſs as now of my. hap- 
13 could we have thought, when with 
reaming eyes, and hearts torn with anguiſh, 
we took leave of Paradiſe, that ſo much felicity 
was to be found on earth? Never will the 
horrors of that dreadful hour be effaced from 
my mind. My father, returned Abel, if the 
recital of paſt Griefs will not be diſpleaſiing: 
if the recollection will not throw a Gloom on 
this happy hour of reconcilement and joy, 
glad would I hear from thee the events of thy 
life, from the fatal moment to the preſent 
All looked on Adam with the eye of expec- 
tation: all ſeemed pleaſed with the requeſt of 
Abel, and the firſt of men replied. What, 
my children, can I refuſe in this joyful gratu- 
Iation? I will relate to you the principal oc- 
currences of thoſe times of affliction and Grief, 
of conſolation and mercy, when God, even 
that God whom whom we have offended, 
deigned to chear by his promiſes, fallen man. 
Where, O Eve, dear companion in every 
woe and in every delight! Where ſhall I be- 
gin the intereſting narrative? Shall it be on 
our firſt leaving the Garden of God ?—But I 
ſee thy tears already flow. My tears, return- 
ed our general mother, are now thoſe of 
thankfulneſs and humble love, not the bitter. 
ones of ſhame, ſorrow, and ſad regret. Be- 
gin, dear Adam, at my taking a laſt look on 
the forfeited ſeat of bliſs, In that dreadful 
| CESS moment 
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moment ſhame and remorſe for the paſt, and 
agonizing fear ſor the future, raiſed ſuch a 
conflict in my wretched boſom, that I ſunk 
into thine arms, wiſhing for the immediate 
execution of a threatening, that was to con- 
found me with my original duſt. What I then 
felt, permit me to deſcribe. Thy tenderneſs 
for me, will, I know, make thee pals too 
lightly over the melting ſcene. 
The angel of the Lord, on whoſe counte- 
nance ſhone benignity and ſoft compaſſion, 
was commiſlioned to drive us out of Paradiſe. 
He ſoothed us with gentle words, cheared us 
with promiſes, and bid us hope and put our 
truſt in the clemency of our All-merciful Cre- 
ator ; but the ſword in his hand flamed terri- 
ble. At Eden's gate he ſtopped. I guard, 
ſaid he, this paſſage: no more mult enter here 
aught that dehles. - We were now travellers 
on the vaſt earth: Paradiſe was irretrievably 
loſt; the country we crolled ſeemed one wide 
and dreary deſart; no fruit-trees, no flowery 
ſhrubs, no fertile ſpot cheered our ſad eyes. 
Adam held my hand, I frequently caſt de- 
[pairing looks toward the ſeat of loſt fehcity, 
not preſuming to raiſe my guilty eyes to the 
victim of my folly, and companion of my mi- 
ſery. Sorrow bent his head to the Ground, 
and we walked on diſtreſſed and filent. Adam 
ſurveyed with anxious eye, the uncultivated 
earth, then caſt a pitying look at me, and to 
ſloothe my overſlowing ſorrows, gently preſſed 
me to his breaſt. 93 8 
We had aſcended an high hill, and now 
going down the declivity, every ſtep hs 
e 
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ed our view of Eden; my heart was rent with 
agony, and my Grief deprived me of motion. 
Now, now, cried I, ſobbing, I behold, for the 
laſt time, Paradiſe, my native ſoil : bleſt ſeat 
of innocence and joy, ſor the laſt time I be- 
hold thee ! Ye flowers once cultivated by my 
careful hand, Who now enjoys your ſweets? 
What eye is charmed by your bright colours” 
Ye trees who now ſhall, prop your loaded 
branches; who now ſhall taſte your rich pro- 
duce; delightful bowers fare wel—farewel 
dear ſhades; no more ſhall, theſe ſad eyes be- 
hold your verdure, baniſhed forever from 
thoſe ſweet retreats! 'I'was there dear partner 
of my ſin and ſhame ! thou aſkedſt of heaven 
an help · mate to double and to ſhare thy bliſs. 
Alas! thy prayer Was granted, and thine own 
{ide produced thy ruin. Our maker formed 
us pure and ſpotleſs; while innocent, the 
happy ſpirits, who behold the face of God, 
deigned with complacency to viſit our bleſt 
abode; deigned to inſtruct us in our duty; to 
warn us of our danger. What are we now ? 
dreadful degradation! O Adam! thy perfi- 
dious wife has involved thee, by her ſeduc- 
tions in fin and ſorrow. Yet dear accomplice, 
to whom with awe I raiſe my pitying eye, do 
not hate me. Thou haſt a right to curſe me; 
but, O dear ſpouſe! if I may {till call thee by 
that tender name, uſe it not: for thou art my 
ſole er. By that God which we have 
offended, by the chearing promiſes of his in- 
dulgent Goodneſs, I conjure thee not to for- 
ſake me. All I requeſt is that I may follow 
and ſerye thee, —1 will watch thy longer 
42 | Wi 
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will anticipate thy commands ; happy, if my 
obedience, my weak ſervices, gain from thee 
a pitying fmile, a look of ſoft compaſhon. 
Here my ſtrength and voice failed, I was 
linking to the earth; but my dear huſband 
caught me in his arms, and preſſed me with 
1 look of affection to his heart. O Eve, he 
cried, whom I ſtill and always will, tenderly 
love, let us not heighten our keen diſtreſs by 
ſelf reproach. Our God, in the midſt of pu- 
niſhment, has remembered mercy. He has 
loftened his chaſtiſements by his promiſes. 
Veiled as theſe promiſes are in ſacred obſcu- 
rity, the Divine Goodneſs appears with ſenſi— 
ble: radiance, and we will hope in his mercy. 
We will not reproach ourſelves, we will not 
reproach each other. O my deareſt ! had our 
God only conſulted his juſt indignation, where 
ſtould we have been now? We will praiſe 
him for his Goodneſs, our lips ſhall bleſs his 
name. Our voice ſhall be heard in thankſ- 
giving, humble ſupplications, and expreſſions 
of endearment and love. Our Judge is om- 
niſcient, with him there is no darkneſs. He 
ſees the humiliation of our ſouls : He beholds 
our Gratitude, our ſincere contrition: He 
knows our weakneſs, and will accept of our 
teeble efforts to regain perfection. Embrace 
me my deareſt wits! let us, by mutual ten- 
derneſs, and acts of kindneſs, endeavour to 
alleviate our calamity. Adam ceaſed ſpeak- 
ing. His words and tender careſſes gave eaſe 
to my oppreſſed heart, and ſtrength and acti- 
vity to my enfeebled limbs. We proceeded 
to the bottom of the hill, where we 9 a 
rove 
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Grove of poplars, which extended to the foot 
of a roc 1 een 
Eve, then given her huſband a look of af- 
fection, was ſilent, and Adam thus continued: 
Wie advanced, my children, through the 
Grove, and found in the rock a cavity that 
formed a grotto. See, dearſt Eve, ſaid J, fee 
the convenience offered by nature: this grot- 
to will afford us fhelter, and this pure ſpring, 
that murmuring flows from its ſide will ſhake 
our thirſt. We'll here prepare our lodging: 
but my deareſt wife, before we fleep, I will 
ſecure the entrance, to prevent our being fur- 
priſed by notturnal enemies. What enemies? 
returned Eve, with emotion; what enemies 
have we to fear? Haſt thou not remarked, 
my love, ſaid I, that the curſe of our ſin has 
fallen on the whole creation? the bands of 
friendſhip are broken between the animals, 


and the weak are now become the prey of the 


ſtrong. I have ſeen a young hon purſue. with 
fatal rage a frighted roc. I have beheld a war 
in the air among the birds 
We can no longer claim a right to com- 

mand the animals: the fpotted leopard, the 
brindled hon and fierce tiger, no more fawn 
on us, nor play their wanton gambols in our 
fight; but caſt againſt us frightful roarings, 


_ while their blazing eyes threaten deſtruction. 


We will: try to gain by our kindneſs thoſe 
among the bealts that are moſt tractable, and 
Providence has given us reaſon, which will 
teach us to ſecure ourſelves from the moſt ſa- 
S 13 3.£-: * 
Eve with timid looks, keeping me in her 
fight, went to gather flowers and EAVES to 
orm 
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ſorm a bed, and fruit ſor our repaſt. In the 
mean - time I ſecured the entrance of the Grot- 
to with entwined brambles. My ſpouſe haſ- 
tened by fear, quickly F her taſk, 
and returning reſted herſelf before me on the 
tender Graſs. rug | F 
We ſoon after entered the Grotto, and ſeat- 
ed ourſelves on our bed of inte rmingled leaves 
and flowers, began our frugal 8 ſeaſoned 
however with mutual endearments and grate- 
ful converſe; when a gloomy cloud ſuddgnly 
obſcured the declining ſun. It ſpread over 
our heads with increaſing darknels, and the 
black veil which covered the earth ſeemed to 
pre ſage the deſtruction of all nature. A tem- 
peſtuous wind aroſe; it bellowed in the moun- 
tains; it overthrew the trees of the foreſt: 
flames darted from the clouds, and loud burſts 
of thunder augmented the horrors of the tre- 
mendous ſcene. Eve, ſtruck with terror, 
threw herſelf, ſcarce breathing, into my arms, 
and clinging to my breaſt, cried, He comes! 
in flames he comes to bring the threatened . 
death :—How dreadful—For my fin he comes 
to give death to all nature -O Adam—O my 
love: Here her voice failed, and ſhe remain- 
ed trembling and pale on my boſom. Be 
calm, my love, I cried, compole thyſelf, we 
will with bended knees and contrite hearts, 
. adore our God, who in terrible majeſty comes 
© riding on the clouds. His thunders proclaim 
d his approach; the darting fires mark his paſ- 
U ſage. O thou Eternal, who with benignity 
and Goodneſs temperedſt the 4nſupportable 
radiance of thy dignity, when 1 fil came 
56 F from 
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from thy. Wer ia, hand” thou art "terrible in 
judgment, yet ſuffer A not to be COPIER 

y thy wrath. Deſtroy us not, O God, 
thy hot diſpleaſure; 

- Wethen Sioſtrated ourlttves? at the entrance 
of the Grotto, and with, pale countenances 
and trembling lips, offered up our adorations, 
8 . our awful Judge would, fm 

8, Pronounce, by his thunders, Die 
eungtateful! and let the earth that bore you 
diſfolved by the fire of m. indignation. 
55 The clouds now poured forth their tor- 
rents: lived flames no longer flaſhed from the 
heavens, and the thunder rolled at a diſtance, 
IJ raiſed my head from the Ground, ſaying, 
2 Altmighty, my deareſt Eye, hath paſſed 
lle hath. not deſtroyed the earth: we 
is are yet permitted tolive; he hath remember- 
promiſes ; Eternal Wiſdom, Everlaſt- 
8 dul repenteth not. He Will fulfil the 
-defigns of his mercy, and thy ſeed, 0 Eve! 
ſhall bruiſe the head of the e 
We aroſe and were comforted ; the "hea- 
vens reſumed their brightneſs, and the ſetting 
lun ſpread a mild radiance through the ſky, 
Uke the luminous track we uſed to behold in 
Eden, when legions. of angels Were carried 
above our heads in the flying clouds. Silence 
' reigned over the moiſt fields the herbage and 
wers, ſtillglittering with the Arops, 60 
with more than uſual beauty. "The departing 
fon darted on us his laſt beams, while we ce- 
lebrated with  reverential awe, and thankful 
love, the wifdom, Per. and mercy. of our 
Quester. | 
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Thus paſſed the firſt day after our leaving 
paradiſe. The ruddy evening gave place to 
twilight, and ſoon the earth was only enlight- 
cned by the moon's feeble rays. We now the 
firſt time were chilled by the cold of the 


night, though a few hours before we had al- 


molt. fainted under the ardent rays of the 


{ſcorching ſun at noon, Our beneficent Ma- 


ker had condeſcended to gird our loins with 
me {ſkins of beaſts, before our leaving para- 
diſe, to ſhow that he had not withdrawn from 
us his ſuccouring hand; in theſe we wrapped 
qurlelves, and lying down on our leafy bed, 


hand in hand, waited the approach of ſleep. 


= 


2 el the relief of the weary, at length 
bu 


ſolt gaſe, that ſweet delight, that bleſt bur 


t it was unaccompanied with that 


umbers while innocent: our imagination 


then preſented none but ſmiling and agreeable 


images. Inquietude, fear, and remorſe did 


not then keep us waking the tedious hours of 


darknefs, nor mingle in our dreams fantaſtic 
phantoms. The heavens were however calm, 


and our reſt undiſturbed ; but oh! how dif- 
terent from that delicious night, when I led 
thee, my ſpouſe, for the firſt time to the nup- 
tial bower! The flowers 'and odoriferous 


ſhrubs charmed with new ſweetneſs, - Never 
of the nightingale ſo har- 
monious: never did the pale moon ſhine with 
ſuch radiance :——But why do I dwell on 

des that awaken my Grief, now huſhed 


* 


"> 
. 11 4 


W We dept till the morning ſan had dried up 
the Iimpid dew. When we' awoke we found 
| F 2 - ourſelves 
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ourſelves refreſhed and fit for labour, and en- 
joyed with delight and Gratitude the harmony 
of the birds, who were celebrating with their 
ſweeteſt notes, the renewed light; their num- 
ber was yet but ſmall; for there were then 
no other animals on this earth, but thoſe who 
inſtructed by divine inſtinct, had after the fall, 
fled from Paradiſe, that the Garden of the 
Lord might not be de filed by deatng 
Me offered up our adorations at the en- 
trance of the Grotto; after which I ſaid to 
Eve, we will my love, go farther and view 
this immenſe country: our all- merciful God 
has gien us liberty of choice. We may fix 
our abode where the earth is moſt fertile; 
where nature is moſt profuſe of her beauties. 
Seeſt thou, Eve, that river, which, like a 
huge ſerpent, winds in bright ſlopes through 
the meadows. The hill, on its bank, ſeems, 
At this diſtance, like a Garden full of trees, 
Micd its top is covered with verdure. My dear 
ſpouſe, returned Eve, preſſing my hand to 
her boſom, I ſhall follow with delight the 
dun of thee, my Conductor and Guard. We 
will purſue our walk towards the hill. 
Wie were going on when we ſaw, juſt above 
our heads, a bird fly with feeble wing: its 
feathers were rough and diſordered: it caſt 
forth plaintive cries, and having'fluttered a 
little in the air, ſunk down without ſtrength 
among the buſhes. Eve went to ſeek it, and 
bebeld another lie without motion on the 
Graſs, which that we had ſeen before ſeemed 
to lament. My ſpouſe ſtooping over it, ex- 
amined it with fixed attention, and in _ 
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tried to rouſe it from what ſhe believed to be 
fleep. It will not awake, ſaid ſhe to me, in a 
tearful voice, laying the bird from her trem- 
bling hand—It will not awake !—lt will never 
wake more! She then burſt into tears, and 
ſpeaking to the lifeleſs bird, ſaid, Alas! the 
poor bird that pierced my ears with cries, was 
perhaps thy mate. It is high—It is I] unhap- 
Py that I am, who have brought miſery and 
Grief on every creature! For my ſin theſe 
pretty harmleſs animals are puniſhed. Her 
tears redoubled. What an event, ſaid the, 
turning to me, how {tiff and cold it is; it has 
neither voice nor motion. Its joints no longer 
bend, its limbs refuſe their office. Speak 
Adam, Is this death? Ah it is-how I tremble! 
an icy cold runs through my bones. If the 
death with which we are threatened is like 
this, how terrible ! What, deareſt Adam, would 
become of me, if, like the feathered mate of 
this poor bird, I am left behind to mourn? 
Or what of thee, if death tear me from thy 
fond arms? Should God create another Eve 
to fill my forfeited place in thy loved boſom, 
ſhe will not—cannot love like me, thy part- 
ner in diſtreſs and bamſhment.—Unable to 
ſay more, the wept, ſhe ſobbed, and her ex- 
preſſive eyes, tenderly fixed on mine, made 
my feeling heart partake her anguiſh. I preſ- 
ſed her to my breaſt: kiſſed her cheek, and 
mixed my tears with hers. Ceaſe deareſt Eve, 
I cried; theſe fond complaints. Dry up thy 
tears: have confidence in the Supreme Being, 
who governs all his creatures by his infinite 
wiſdom. Though we cannot penetrate into 


the 
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the 3 of his prgvidence ;'though, his ma- 
jeflic tribunal is ſurrounded; by darkneſs,,we 
may: reſt aſſured, that mercy and love remain 
near his J throne, J. Why , my. love, ; {hould, we 
anticipate mis fortunes? Why ſhould, we, 
guided by a gloomy: imagination, ſeek. for 
them in futurity 2, Was our reaſon given us 
only to make us wretched? Shall we ungrate- 
fully turn our eyes from the repeated in- 
ſtarices of the loving kindneſs and tender 
mercy of our God, at the hazard of plunging 
ourſelves into miſery by our blindneſs ?.-It as 
his wiſdom and — eſs that regulate and 
appoint what ſhall befal us. Let, us with 
humble confidence proceed under his direg- 
tion, and devoutly acquieſce in his appoint- 
ments, without ſeeking to know what he hath 
not condeſcended tO reveal. 5% Uns 2 In 

We now advanced to the eminence, Its 
gentle aſcent was almoſt covered With buſhes 
and fertile ſnrubs. On the ſummit, in the 
midſt of fruit- trees, grew a lofty: cedar, whole 
thick branches formed an. extenſive thade 
which was rendered more col and delightful 
by a limpid brock, that ran in various wind- 
angs among the flowers. This Spot afforded 
A en ae immenſe, that the ſight was only 
bounded by the duſky air; the:tky- forming 
a concave around us, that appeared where- 


ever we rturned, to touch the diſtant moun- 


tains. Here, ſaid I, my deareſt love, We will 
fix our abode. This ſpot is a faint ſhadow of 
Paradiſe, whoſe bliſsful bowers we muſt ne- 
ver more behold. Receive us majeſtie cedar 
under thy ſhade; Ve trees of various * 
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arid hue; refreſh and ſuſtain us with your de- 
licious fruits: never ſhall we gather the fweet 
produce without Gratitude: it ſhall be the re- 
ward: oF our attentive care and laborious cul- 
tivation. O God omnipotent, who reigneſt in 
heaven! look with a propitious eye on this 
our 'dwelling: Lend an ear of compaſſion to 
the ſupplications, receive with favour the 
praiſes and thank ſgivings which we thy frail 
offending creatures, ſhall never ceaſe to ſend 
up towards thy celeſtial: throne, through the 
Jpreading branches of theſe trees. Here my 
Geareft wife,” we ſhalb obtain; by the ſweat of 
'onr brows; our ſupporti Under theſe ſhades, 
thou ſhalt'bring forth with pain. From hence 
will our offspring ſpread themſelves over the 
Wide earth. Here too, death ſhall one day 
viſit us, and we ſhall be confounded with our 
original duſt. O Lord God our Maker! 
ſhower down thy bleſſings on the profane 
abode of us ſinners. While I thus uttered the 
devout breathings of my ſoul,” Eve was proſ- 
trate on the earth by my fide: her hands 
were elevated: her eyes ſwam in tears; and 
were raiſed to heaven in holy extaſ. 
Ino began to conſtruct our habitation un- 
der the ſhade of the ſpreading cedar. I ſixed 
ini the earth à circle of ſtrong ſtakes, and in- 
terwove- them with flexible twigs. While I 
Was thus employed, Eve was conveying the 
ſtream. among the flowers; gathering ripe 
fruits; ſupporting with ſmall ſticks, the bend- 
ing ftalks of the variegated ſhrubs, and prun- 
ing their luxurious branches. Then it was 
that we began to eat our bread by the ſweat 
of our brows. | A. 
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I went to the river to fetch reeds ro cover 
our cottage: there I ſaw five ewes, White as 
the ſouthern clouds, and with them a young 


ram, feeding by the fide of the water. I ap- 


proached them without noiſe, fearing they 


Vvould fly me, like the tiger and the lion; who, 


beſore our fatal tranſgreſſion, uſed to play. 
with the kid or the lamb at our feet. But 
inſtead of endeavouring to eſcape me, they 


ſuffered me to ſtroak their fleeces, and I drove. 


them before me, with a reed to our hill, 
where I intended they ſhould for the future 
feed. Eve was buſy in erecting a bower, and. 
did not immediately, on my return, obſerve 
my little flock; but they ſoon, diſcovered 
themſelves by their bleating. She-ſtarted at 
the ſound, and dropped the boughs from her 
hand through fear: but ſoon recovering, ſhe 


_ cried with joy in her countenance. O Adam! 


they are gentle and fond as in Paradiſe. Wel- 
come, pretty animals, ye ſhall live with us: 
All ye want is here: Ve need not ſtray; for 


here are flowery paſtures, fragrant herbage, 


and a clear ſpring. Your innocent ſporting 
will give, us delight while we attend our trees 
and flowers. Yes harmleſs creatures ! ſhe con- 
tinued, patting their woolly backs, ye ſhall 
be my flock, and I will be your indulgent 
miſtreſs. 7 £54 

Our little dwelling was now completed, and 
we were enjoying the cool breezes at its en- 
trance, and ſilently ſurveying the diſtant 


- 


country, when Eve ſaid, My deareſt love, 


how beautifully is the proſpect before us va- 
riegated! how fertile, how full of * 
this 
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this earth which we thought ſo barren! Let 
us to the fruits and flowers, which the hill al- 
ready yields, add thoſe that grow on its bor- 
ders, and our abode will have a faint reſem- 


blance of Eden's delightful ſhades. Ah! ſhe 


added with a ſigh, it will then bear but the 
lame proportion of likeneſs to Paradiſe, as that 


does to the bliſsful ſeats of the angels, which 


the heavenly meſſengers, who in our happy 
days of innocence, condeſcended to viſit us, 
deſcribed in ſuch glowing colours. O thou 
Garden of the Lord, how delightful were thy 
ſweet retreats ! how did thy gay tints charm 
the eye! how did thy luſcious fruits, thy aro- 
matic fragrance feaſt the ſenſes ! Whatever 


neceſſity required, all the uſeful, all the agree- 


able, were there in rich profuſion. 'O my 
{pouſe.! compared with that luxurious ſpot, 


what 1s all about us but dry ſterility ? This 
earth under the divine malediction, ſeems ' 
unable to produce in the ſame land that ſweet 
variety, that happy diverſity that charmed 
us in Eden's bowers. We muſt now ſeek the 
different productions in diſtant places. I have 


ſeen too, that not only animals are the prey of 


death; he ſtretches his wide domain, he ty- 
rannizes over the whole earth, and makes 


rude havock in the world of vegetation. O 
Adam ! what fruits have I beheld drop from 
their branches, ſpoilt, and full of black rot- 
tenneſs? What flowers wither on their ſtalks! 
The trees are diſrobed of their verdure by 
the deſpoiler Death. I have obſerved too, 
that young -leaves ſupply the place of thoſe 
that are fallen, and that the ſeeds of dead 
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flowers caſt into the earth produce new ones. 
We Adam, muſt thus one day wither and die, 
and our children ſhall fuceefhvely grow up 
and flouriſh. e 
She ceaſed ſpeaking, and I, deeply affected 
by her words, made anſwer : Dear Eve were 
our loſs only the gay verdure, the fruits and 
flowers of paradiſe, it would fcarce deſerve a 
ligh : but alas! we are expelled from the fa- 
_cred ſpot which our Maker bleſs'd by his im- 
mediate preſence. There veiling his unfup- 
Portable radiance, he walked among t 
roves, while all nature celebrated the ap- 
oach of the Deity in reverential filence. 
"hough formed of the duft, my proſtrations 
were accepted. The Almighty condefcended 
to hear his creature, and vouchſafed to an- 
ſwer, with benignity, a frail worm. Alas! 
we have, by our difobedience, loſt this privi- 
lege; guilty as we are, we can no more hope 
| hare, * with infinite purity. This calls 
our lamentation and our tears. Will the 
God of heaven viſit a land under his curſe ? 
Will the Moſt High dwelt with finners? He 
looks down from the feats of bliſs ; he regards 
with an eye of compaſſion our penitence and 
tears, and his bounties exceed every hope that 
our wretchedneſs could form. Even the bright 
fpirits of heaven are his meffengers ; they ex- 
ecute his orders on the dark Globe : but alas, 
our polluted eyes are unworthy to behold them! 
They perform the taſk afgned) without deign- 


ing to become viſible to ſinful man, and then 


_ 1 boar with haſty wing, from this feat of cOrrup- 
dion, now fit only to be the refidence of be- 


ings under the curſe of their Sovereign. My 
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Thus we were holding converſe, and caſt- 
ing our melancholy eyes on the country be- 
fore us, when a reſplendent cloud deſcend- 
ing, glided towards us, and reſted on our hill; 
from it ſtepped a radiant form, wearing on his 
face a majeltic ſmile. We haſtily aroſe; we 
bowed our heads, and the celeſtial meſſenger 
thus ſpoke : He whoſe throne is in the higheſt 
heaven, has heard your complaints. Go, ſai 
he, and inform thoſe children of affliction, 
that my Hes is not circumſcribed in the 
circuit of heaven, it extends to all the works 
of my hands. Whence has the ſun his invi- 
gorating heat ? Who teaches the ſtars to run 
their courſes ? Why does the earth bring forth 
its fruit, and day and night regularly ſucceed 
each other? Who preſerves the various ani- 
mals ? In me they live, move, and have their 
being. What keeps thee, Adam, from ſink- 
ing into corruption? I am near thee, I ſuſtam 
thee by my power, I guard thee by my pro- 
vidence, and now the ſecret breathings of thy 
ſoul, and all the purpoſes of thine heart. 

The luminous ſphere that encompaſſed the 
angel, reached even to me. Filled with de- 
vout extaſy, I lifted up to him my dazzled 
eyes. How great beyond conception, ſaid I, 


are the favours of the Lord! He beholds our 


our wretchedneſs with compaſſion ; he ſends 
his angels to give us comfort. O effulgent 
ſpirit! I ſtand confounded and abaſhed before 
_ - How ſhall I, ſinful man that I am, dare 
to ſpeak to thee, the unoffending meſſenger 
of heaven, arrayed in light and purity ? Let 
O benevolent angel, permit me to mentien 
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the ſad apprehenſions and fears that oppreſs 
my heart. That God is every where preſent, 
I readily belie ve: I ſee him in his works, I feel 
him in bis goodneſs and tender mercies. That 
the Moſt High, a Being perfect in purity, 
ſhould more intimately communicate himſelf 
to a worm defiled with fin, Ido not preſume to 
expect. What I dread 1s, that when man ſhall 
be multiplied on the earth, he will be eſtrang- 
ed from God his Maker. I have fallen, my 
children may alſo fall—tall into more horrid 
depths, and thus being more and more de- 
baſed, their wretchedneſs will increaſe. The 
time will come, when I ſhall be no longer 
with them to inform them, and give in m 
own perſon, evident proof of the loving kmd- 
neſs and compaſſion of the Lord. Tis true 
the ſmalleſt inſect will declare the benefi- 
cence ; but if God continues to hide his face 
from man, will not the voice of nature be too 
weak to ſtrike his mind! Will not the idea of 
the Deity be totally loſt, or at leaſt. be con- 
founded in darkneſs and obſcurity ? This 
thought gives my foreboding heart exquiſite 
anguiſh! I tremble_ with horror, 'when my 
gloomy imagination repreſents to my view 
millions of creatures unk in Diſtreſs and 
Guilt, who may execrate me as the cauſe of 
their blindneſs and miſery. 

en replied the angel, with an 


* 
. 


Father of 


? : 


aſpect benign, He in whom, and by whom all 
things exiſt, will not forſake thine offspring. 
Often will they, by their tranſgreſſions, pre- 
ſumptuouſly affront the majeſty of heaven. 
Often will their fins call aloud for EAT: 
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The Almighty will graſp his thunder, and diſ- 
oe the terrors of his judgments. The guilty 
ſhall tremble in the duſt; the ſinner ſhalt cry 
out in agony, Dreadful is the wrath of God! 
Who can ſtand before it; but more often will 
he make himlelf known in kindneſs; he will 
delight to ſhew mercy to the repenting chil- 
dren of men; mercy and compaſſion dwell 
always with him; judgment is his ſtrange work. 

He will raiſe from among thy poſterity men 
whoſe minds he will enlighten. They, aſſiſted 
by the ſpirit of God, ſhall call their brethren 
to repentance. Sinners ſhall hearken, and for- 
ſake the ways of ſenſuality and profaneneſs, 
ſhallworſhip a Being of ſpotleſs purity, in ſpirit 
and truth. He will ſend among them pro- 
phets and holy perſons, whole miſſion he will 


evidence by miracles: theſe choſen of the 


Lord ſhall cure the diſeaſed, raiſe the dead, 
and do many wonderful works. Theſe ſhall 


make known'the judgments of the Moſt High: 


they ſhall declare his condeſcenſion and Grace: 


they ſhall foretel what will happen in diſtant 


periods of time, and the accompliſhment of 
theſe ee will teach men, that the 


Eternal overrules and directs, according to 


his good pleaſure, and the merciful deſigns of 
his providence, events that appear, to {hort- 
ſighted mortals, the work of a blind chance. 
Often he will ſpeak to the ſons of men by his 
angels; frequently in prodigies, and there 
will be ſome righteous perſons to whom he 
will, with 4nfinite Goodneſs, more intimately 
manifeſt himſelf; to them he will fpeak face 
to face, till at length ſhall be uſhercd in, the 
OY | great 
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great myſtery of the ſalvation of mankind, 
when the feed of the woman ſhall bruiſe the 
{erpent's head. | 
The angel was ſilent, and I, encouraged by 
the condeſcenſion and ſweetneſs of his look, 
replied, O celeſtial friend! if thou wilt yet al- 
low me, frail as I am, to call thee ſo: and why 
ſhould I doubt it? fince thou canſt not hate 
him whom the eternal does not hate—him for 
whom the divine clemency manifeſts itſelf 
with fuch {ſplendor as ſtrikes the heavenly hoſt 
with admiration, and ſurpaſſes the power of 
words to expreſs, when the adoring ſoul, 
humbled. in the duſt, attempts to pour forth 
its Gratitude, Tell me lucid ſpirit, if it be 
permitted thee to withdraw from the obſcurity, 
with which they are ſurrounded, thole auguſt 
myſteries; tell me what is the import of the 
promiſe, The ſeed of the woman hall bruiſe 
the ſerpent's head; and what is meant by the 
curſe denounced againſt man, Thou ſhalt die. 
Nothing that the Moſt High permits me to re- 
_ anſwered the — will I hide from 
Know then, O Adam! on thy tranſgreſſing 
the divine command, God ſaid to the Happy | 
ſpirits wha worſhip before him, Man hath dil- 
obeyed me; he ſhall die. A denſe cloud ſud- 
denly encompaſled the eternal throne, and a. 
deep ſilence reigned through the, whole ex- 
panſe of heaven; the celeſtial hoſt were filled 
with ronſternation; but ſoon the darkneſs 
diſperſed, and the praiſe of the Higheſt again 
re ſounded from the harps of angels. Ne- 
ver did God manifeſt himſelf with ſuch auß 
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and magnificence, but in that memorable in- 
ſtant, when his creative voice called the {tars 
from non-exiſtence, and his almighty word 
went on creating through the immenſity of 

ſpace. The adoring angels were in eager ex- 
pectation of what was to follow this unuſual 
pomp, when the majeſtic voice of God ſound- 
ed through the arch of heaven, uttering theſe 
words of benignity and Grace; I will not with- 


draw my favour from the ſinner. To my in- 


finite mercy the earth ſhall bear witneſs. Of 
the woman ſhall be born an Avenger, who 
mall bruiſe the head of the ſerpent. Hell 
{hall not rejoice in this victory. Death ſhall 
loſe its prey. Ye heavens ſhew forth your 
Gladnefs } Thus ſpake the eternal. The blaze 
of his Glory would have been too ſtrong for 
even the eyes of archangels, had not a thin 
cloud tempered its inſupportable radiance: The 
bleſt inhabitants of heaven celebrated with 
joy this great myſtery, and attuned their Gol- 
den Harps to the praiſes of the Father of Spi- 
rits, whole tender mercies are over all his 
works. How] God will pardon the finner, 
without offending his juſtice, ſurpaſſes com- 

ehenſion : But it is enough, Eternal truth 

ath ſaid it. We know and thou mayeſt alſo 
reſt affured, that death, having loſt his power, 
can only difengage the ſoul from its bonds. 
The body, that veſture of earth, ſhall return 
to the duſt, of which it was formed, while 
the immortal ſpirit, refined from all defile- 
ment, fhall be raiſed to heaven, to partake 
there with angels, archanggls, and all the ce- 
leſtial hoſt, never ending telicity. - - = 
3 Hear 
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Hear Adam the order of thy God: I will 
be gracious to thee, and to thy ſeed. There 
ſhall be a ſign between me and thee as the ſeal 
of this great promiſe : thou {halt build an al- 
tar on this hill, and offer on it a young lamb, 
J will, on my part, ſend down to conſume the 
victim. This ſacrifice thou ſhalt renew every 
ear, and the flame ſhall annually deſcend to 
urn thine offering — 
I have now told thee, firſt of men, conti- 
nued the angel, all that the Moſt High thinks 
roper to reveal of his inſcrutable decrees, 
T am alſo allowed to ſhew thee, that ye are 
not ſo folitary on this Globe as ye imagine. 
Curſt as the earth is, ye are ſtill ſurrounded 
by pure ſpirits, who are commiſſioned to be 
vour guard and defence, and ordered to pre- 
lide, with watchful care over the works of 
nature. The angel then touching our eyelids, 
we beheld beauties that I ſhall not attempt to 
deſcribe. No words could give Ideas that 
would do juſtice to the bright magnificence of 
the ſcene. All the country around us were 
peopled with children of Heaven, more beau- 
tiful than Eve when ſhe firſt came from the 
hands of her Creator, and with ſoft reluctance 
and modeſt Grace, received her welcome in 
my harms. Some were employed in collect- 
ing the light miſts that iſſued from the moiſt 
earth: they bore them upwards on their ex- 
panded wings, and converted them into mild 
dews, and fertihzing ſhowers. Others lay re- 
clined, near purling brooks, watching leaſt 
their ſources ſhou fail, and the plants they 
watered ſhould be deprived of == 
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miment. Many were diſperſed through the 
open country, who preſided over the growth 
of fruits, and ſpread upon the opening flow- 
ers azure, green and red, with every vivid 
huc, and by breathing on them, impregnated 
them with fragrance. Some peopled the Groves 
employed in various offices: from the glitter- 
ing wings of theſe wafted gentle breezes, 
which, paſſing through the foliage of the trees, 
hvered over the flowers, and ikimmed along 
the ſurface of the brooks and lakes. Some 
among theſe celeſtial labours having perform- 
ed the taſk aſſigned them, were fitting in the 
ſhade joining in harmonious concert: the me- 
lody of their voices accompanied the ſound- 
ing ſtrings of their Golden Harps, and 
they ſang to the praiſe of the Moſt High, 
hymns, not to be heard by mortal ears. Not 

a few were walking on our hill, and amon 

our bowers: in their gentle looks I bshel 
commiſeration of our diſtreſs: but now our 
eyes again became unable to behold the hea- 
venly effulgence, and the rapturous ſcene 
diſappeared. EDO AWE 
Theſe which you have juſt beheld, ſaid the 
angel, are ſpirits which are commiſſioned to 
watch over the productions of the earth; they 
are appointed aſſiſtants of nature, and help to 
promote and complete her various works, ac- 
cording to the invariable and immutable laws 
of the great Firſt Cauſe. The Creator has gi- 
ven exiſtenct to innumerable orders of beings. 
Even this earth, though under the curſe of 
the Moſt High, is full of beauty, and admiring 
angels behold, on this Globe, objects too ſu- 
e 9 1 
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blime for mortal fight. The delightful em- 
ployment of ſome of theſe children of Hea- 
ven, is to watch over thy ſafety, O Adam! to 
avert from thee unforeſeen misfortune. 'They 
aſliſt thee in all thy labours, and often turn 
thy diſappointments to thy advantage; bring- 
ing from an apparent evil a real Good. They 
with pleaſure behold thy domeſtic happineſs. 
They are witneſſes of thy molt ſecret actions. 
A ſmile of benevolence {hews their joy when 
man, their charge, acts right: the frown of 
diſdain and forrow fits on their brow, when 
he forgets himſelf and his happineſs. Theſe, 
in future ages, the Lord will employ to di- 
ſtribute plenty through the countries he will 
delight to bleſs, or to carry famine and deſo- 
lation among rebellious nations, when it ſhall 
pleaſe him to recall them by his chaſtiſements. 
The angel ceaſed ſpeaking. He caſt on us 
a look of mild e and was loſt to 
our eyes in a ſhining cloud. We proſtrated 
ourſelves on the earth with devout extaſy, and 
humbly offered up our thankſgiving to our 
beneficent and all-merciful Creator. 7 8 
1 immediately ſet up the altar, as the Lord 
had commanded, on the ſummit of the hill; 
Eve employed herſelf in conſtructing around 
it a little paradiſe. She brought from the 
neighbouring plain the moſt beautiful and 
odoriferous flowers; thoſe ſhe planted on all 
ſides of the altar, and with chearful labour 
watered themeach morning and evening, from 
the clear ſtream that flowed near our dwelling. 
O tutelar angels, faid ſhe, in the midſt of her 
labour, complete the works of my hands; for 
— . 
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without your aid, in vain ſhall I plant; in vain 
ſhall I water! may your kind cares, bright 
{pirits, give theſe flowers more life, more 
beauty, more fragrance, that they find m 
their native ſoil; Pr to the Lord of All this 
ſoil is conſecrated ! I planted a ſpacious circle 
of trees around the holy altar, and their thick 
branches ſpread an awful thade, that diſpoſed 
the mind to devout contemplation, 

In theſe occupations we paſſed the ſummer, 
expoſed each day to the ſcorching ſun. Au- 
tumn arrived and repaid our labour with its 
various fruits. It drew near its cloſe: the 
loud blaſts of the North began to be heard, 
and the tops of the mountains were covered 
with an hoar froſt. Not then knowing that 
the weak earth, exhauſted by the profuſe li- 
berality of ſummer and autumn, wanted to 
recover her ſtrength by the reſt of winter, we 
ſaw with Grief the ſaddened face of nature. 
In Eden we knew no change of ſeaſons: mild 
ſpring, gay ſummer, and plenteous autumn 
charmed there together. As the winter ad- 
vanced, the face of nature wore encreaſing 
Gloom : the flowers withered on the ſtalks, 
and if any yet ſurvived around the altar, they 
ſeemed, with drooping head, to mourn' their 
approaching fall. The lateſt fruits fell from 
the trees, and the ſapleſs branches caſt their 
leaves. The clouds poured down torrents of 
rain, and the higheſt peaks of the mountains 
were covered with ſnow. We beheld this 
ſcene of deſolation with fear and anxiety, 
Should. this deareſt Eve, ſaid I, be only the 
ſirſt effects of the curſe pronounced againſt 
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this earth, and God continue to puniſh, ſhe 
will be {tripped of the ſmall remains of utility 
and beauty which her degradation has left 


her: ſmall were they in compariſon of the 


delights of paradiſe; yet they were ſufficient 


to loften our toil, and afforded us many of 


the conveniences and bleſſings of life; but if 
the Divine malediction continues to ſpread 
deſtruction on this earth, how gloomy will 
be our days? What will become of our pro- 


miſed offspring? Thus did we mourn our me- 
lancholy  fituation ; but encouraged by the 
romiſes of our God, we placed in him an 


umble confidence. We endeavoured to con- 


ſole each other, and ta drive from our minds 
every thought of murmuring or diſcontent, 
and thankfully adored the Lord, in the midſt 
of the dreary horrors, by which we were ſur⸗ 


. 
- 


rounded. 


We laid up for our winter ſupport, thoſe 
fruits that had eſcaped corruption and rotten- 
neſs; and that they might ſtill be preſerved, 
dried them by fire. I covered oux cottage 


anew, and made a cloſer fence around, to 


keep out the cold and rain. In the mean- 
time our little flocks languidly wandered on 


the eminence, gaining a ſcanty ſupport by 


nipping the ſhort Graſs that ſtill remained, or 
here and there ſprung up afreſh, and I for 


their farther relief, ranged the country to 


ſeek them fodder, which I carefully preſerv- 
ed, leſt they ſhould periſh if the rigor. of the 


winter increaſed. 


Sad and flow paſſed our days, while the 
clouded {ky poured forth rain, and the bleak. 


winds 


; 
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winds chilled us with cold. But at length 
the Genial Sun re-animated the earth, and 
brightened the heavens; while gentle winds 
chaſed the moiſt fogs from the ſummit of the 
mountains. Reviving nature {miled at the 


return of youth: the fields were again cloath-- 
ed in cheartul Green: innumerable flowers 
decked the paſtures, and ſeemed to vie with 


the ſun 1n- luſtre: the trees again began to 


ſhoot out their buds, and all nature was full 
of new-· born joy. Thus crowned with leaves“ 
and flowers, came amiable ſpring, that de- 


lightful morning of the year. 


The trees with which Thad ſurrounded the 
altar were pre-eminent in beauty. Eve ſaw, 
with inexpreſſible rapture, the flowers ſhe 


had planted on the holy ſpot recover their 


bloom. In vain, my children, {ſhould I at- 
tempt to give you an idea of our joyful extaſy. 


We ran to the conſecrated circle, filled with 


devout Gratitude. The ſun illumined the ſa- 
cred ſpot with his pureſt radiance. Every 
creature ſeemed to join in our praiſes. of the 
Creator. The flowers exhaled the ſweeteſt 
odours; the trees extended the ſhade of their 
bloſſoming branches, over tL holy altar: the 
winged inſects that inhabited the tender Graſs, 
chirped forth their joy! while the birds on 
the ſpreading boughs of the trees, enlivened 

3 by their mellifluous harmony. 
We caſt ourſelves on our knees: tears of Gra- 
titude and joy burſt from our eyes, fell on 


OUr 


the Graſſy Turf, and mingled with the (dew 
of the morning. Our fervid prayer aſcended 


toward the Lord of Nature, the God of Grace 


and 
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and Goodneſs, who had mercifully turned 
even the effects of his juſt diſpleaſure, to our 
advantage. | phat 

I now began to cultivate a little field upon 
the hill, I caſt into the fertile earth ſome 
Grains which I have produce of autumn. I 


even enriched the land with ſeeds I had ga- 
thered in the diſtant country. Nature, chance 


or reflection often diſcovered to me means to 
facilitate my labour. Often too, ignorance of 
the ſeaſons, and of the proper loils tor the dit- 
terent productions, led me into errors. Fre- 
quently my imagination deceived me, and I 


was diſappointed when I had high hopes that 


I had found the art of contracting my labours, 
I ſhould ſometimes have been without re- 
ſource, had not the gentle ſpirits, who watch- 
ed over my happineſs, condeſcended to en- 
lighten me. Yes 1s | 
One morning as I calt my eyes towards the 

altar Ibeheld with awe, the flame of the Lord 
burning over it. The riſing ſun, gilded with 
his Beams the aſcending ſmoke. Enraptured 
I called to my beloved: See my dearelt Eve, 
I cried, ſee the accompliſhment of the pro- 
miſe. Behold tlie ſacred flame is come down 
on our altar. Let us go to it immediate ly. 
Every labour mult now ceaſe. I will, as the 
Almighty bath commanded, kill a young lamb. 
Haſte, my love, and chule the hneſt e 
to ſtrew the, ſacrifice. I took the beſt of my 
flock; but my children, it is impoſſible to 
give you a deſcription of what I felt, when I 
went to deprive the innocent animal of life. 
A trembling ſeized my hand, I was _ 
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able to hold the ſtruggling victim, and never 
could I have brought myſelf to give it death, 
had not my reſolution been animated by the 
expreſs command of the Author of Life. The 
very remembrance of its endeavours to eſcape 
gives me pain. When I beheld its quivering 
imbs the laſt moments of 1ts exiſtence, an 
umverſal tremor thook my own; and when 
it lay before me, without ſenſe or motion, 
dreadful forebodings invaded my troubled 
foul. In obedience to the divine command, 
I laid the bleeding lamb on the altar, and 
Eve ſcattered on it odoriferous flowers. We 
then proſtrated ourſelves on the earth before 
it, with reverence and fear, and offered up 
our humble praiſes to the God of Truth, who 
had thus folemnly verified his promifes. An 
awful ſilence reigned around us, as if nature 
celebrated the preſence of her God. In this 
perfect calm our raviſhed ears were charmed 
with the miniſtrelſy of heaven. The angels 
that hovered over us joined in our devout 
praiſes. The flames ſoon conſumed the ſa- 
crifice, and on its extinction, which was ſud- 
den, an aromatic odour diffuſed itſelf thro' 
the far extended country. LIT |. 
A little after this ſolemn day of reconci- 
liation, I was going, at ſun ſet, to reſt myſelf, 
after the fatigue of the day, near my beloved. 
I aſcended the hill. I fought for her in vain 
in our cottage. I looked for her with anxiety, 
in the ſhady bower. At length I found her, 
pale, and without ſtrength, at the ſide of the 
ſpring, and thee Cain, our firſt-born, lying 
on her boſom. The pains of OO ONT an 
9 eized 
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ſeized her, while ſhe was at her ordinary la- 
bour, near the brook. She was bedewing 
thine infant face with tears of joy. At the 
ſight of me, ſhe cried, with a ſmile, I ſalute 
thee, father of men. The Lord hath aſſiſted 
me in the hour of diſtreſs: I have brought 
forth this ſon, to waom I have given the 
name of Cain. O thou dear fir{t-born ! ſaid 
ihe, the Lord hath favourably regarded the 
hour of thy birth ; may all thy days be con- 
ſecrated to his praiſe? How weak, how help- 
leſs is he that is born of a woman! Mayelt 
thou, dear infant, riſe like a young flower in 
the ſpring! May thy life be a ſweet perfume 
offered up to heaven! I then took thee, my 
firſt-born, in my arms. 

I falute thee, ſaid I to Evel ſalute thee 


mother of men. The Lord be praiſed who 


| hath aſſiſted thee in the hour of thy diſtreſs. 
I faluted thee, Cain, as the firſt of human be- 
ings, who gave pain to thy mother: firſt of 
human race- who entered into life, to leave it 
by death. O God, continued I, look down 
from thy throne, and regard with compaſſion, 
this thy feeble creature. Shed thy gracious 
benediction on the morning of his hfe. It 
ſhall be my delightful taſk to inſtruct his 
young mind; I will ſnew him the miracles of 
thy grace : I will teach him the wonders of 
thy love. Morning and evening his infant 


lips ſhall be taught to found forth thy praiſe. 
O deareſt Eve, mother of men I cried, in the 
tranſport of my heart, a race without number 
_ ſhall flouriſh around thee. The myrtle was 
like thee, ſolitary, till the tender ſuckers 

. | | ſprung 


i 
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ſprung from the maternal root. When mild 
e {hall clothe it with new verdure, the 
irit ſhoots will produce others, and in time 
this fingle myrile will form a litile aromatic 
Grove. In the ſame manner, (let this proſ- 
pect conſole in thy preſent weakneſs) thall 
our offspring multiply around this eminence. 
We {ſhall ſoon, from its ſummit, ſee thuir 
peaceful dwellings adorn the plain; we ſhall 
fee them, if death delay his approach ſo long 
as to permit us—we {hall ſee them lend each 
other mutual aſſiſtance, to gain the proviſions, 
the conveniences, and the ſweets of hfe. Often 
will we deſcend from the hill to vifit our chil- 
dren's children, and under their fertile ſhades 
we will recount the wonders of the Lord, and 
exhort them to piety and Gratitude. When 
they taſte of joy we will ſhare it with them, 
we will ſympathize in their Griefs, and give 
them conſolation and advice. From the top 
of this aſcent we {hall fee, with Gratitude and 
Joy we ſhall ſee, a thouſand altars ſmoke 
around. Their burnt-offerings {hall envelope 
us in ſacred clouds, through which our fer- 
vent prayer ſhall aſcend to the great Creator, 
in behalf of the human race. And when the 
ſolemn day ſhall come, when the flame of 
heaven ſhall deſcend upon the firit and moſt 
holy altar, they ſhall aſſemble on this hill. 
We will lead them to ſacrifice, and in holy 


_ © tranſport we ſhall behold the fruit of our loins 


form around us a vaſt circle of proſtrate wor- 

ſhippers. | 2d 
Thus, O Cain did I utter the ſweet effuſions 
of mv heart. I TN thine infant lips * 
; . the 
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the moſt tender joy. Thy mother then took 
thee in her enfeebled arms, when having al- 
ited her to riſe, I led her to our dwelling. 

Strength and vigour ſoon began to animate 
thy little members. Laughter and Gaiety 
* in thine eyes, and mirth played on 
thy cheeks. Already wert thou able to run 
with thy tender feet on the ſoft Graſs, and 
among the flowers: already thy little lips be- 
gan to liſp forth thine infant thoughts, when 
Eve brought into the world Mahala, thy 
ſpouſe. Full of joy you ſkipped about the 
new-born, killed her and covered her with 
flowers. Eve at length brought forth thee, O 
Abel! and afterwards Thirza thy companion. 
With inexpreſſible joy we beheld your inno- 
cent pleaſures. - Our light increaſed as we 
ſaw your young minds unfold themſelves, and 
arrive by little and little at maturity. We 
employed our molt attentive care to cultivate 
your mental powers, to direct your thoughts 
to worthy objects, that your lives might dif- 
fuſe the agreeable odour of virtue. 'Thus a 
variety of flowers, combined by art, form the 
fragrant noſe-gay. While you my children, 
yet prattled on my knee, or chaſed each other 
through the Grove in wanton play, I diſco- 
vered that man, born in ſin, need cultivation 
like the ſtubborn earth, curſed for our tranſ- 
greſſion; and that vigilance and watchful care 
were neceſſary in the arduous taſk of forming 
the mind, Jo teach the young idea how to 
ſhoot,” to guide the pliant heart from the tur- 
bulence of the paſſions, to make the powers 
and noble inclinations of the ſoul bring ret 

| pe . . their 
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their genuine fruits, Virtue and Piety require 
all the teacher's art—all the parent's love. 

I have now, my beloved den, the na 8 
pineſs to ſee you arrived at your full growth, 
as the tender plants are by the hand of time 
transformed into lofty and wide ſpreading 
trees. Praiſed be the God of Heaven for his 
innumerable mercies! adored for ever be his 
name for his unmerited Goodneſs; may you 
my dear offspring, by your filial love, hum- 
ble Gratitude, and Ke reverence, conti- 
nue faithful to him; and may the Grace and 
Benediction of the Moſt High always reſt on 
your dwellings. | 1 

Adam here finiſhed his recital. A nymph 
united by the ſoft bands of Hymen to her Fas 
 vourite ſwain, wanders with him in the early 
dawn. They hear the ſweet notes of the 
ae mangy or while all is filence around. Her 
voice ſeems the echo of their own fond 
thoughts, and through their ſouls is diffuſed a 
tender tranfport. The bird ceaſes her melo- 

dy; but they ſtill liſten with the ear of expec- 
tation turned towards the branches ro 
whence ſhe chanted her nocturnal fong. Thus, 
though our general father ceaſed to ſpeak, his 
children remained fixed in mute attention. 
The different ſcenes he had repreſented gave 
them various emotions: fometimes the guſh- 
ing tear dropped from their eyes, at others a 
lively joy ſpread itſelf over their features. 
They all returned thanks to the father of men ; 
Cain returned his as well as the others; but 
he alone had neither ſmiled nor wept. 
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F e having finiſhed his relation, Abel 
again tenderly embraced his brother, 
and they all left the bower, each pair taking 
their way to their ſeparate dwellings, while 
the moon's mild rays enlightened their ſteps. 
O my Thirza, cried Abel to his beloved, preſ- 
ling her hand, what exquiſite joy. diffuſes 1t- 
ſelf through my ſoul ! my brother is no longer 
eltranged from me, he loves me: his moiſten- 
ed cheek ſpoke his tenderneſs, while he gave 
me the fraternal embrace. How did my heart 
rejoice in the ſweet effuſion of his returned 
affection ! leſs delightful, leſs refreſhing, is 
the evening dew that falls on the parched 
earth, after it has been ſcorched by the ſun's 
burning rays. The furious tempeſt of his 
foul is calmed, peace and love are returned : 
they will again take up their abode 1n our 
humble cottages, and give new {weets to every 
enjoyment. O thou. Beneficent Being! who 
haſt with infinite Goodneſs watched over our 
parents when they were the ſole inhabitants 
of this ſpacious earth, keep far from the heart 


The Death of Abel. = 


of my beloved brother, every baleful ànd tor- 
menting paſſion. May the ſtorm never re- 
turn; but may tranquility, gratitude, and joy 
render every day delightful like the paſt! 

Thirza, with a delight in her countenance, 
ſaid, Our parents, my love, felt not more joy 
at the return of ſpring, after the rigours of the 
firſt winter, than they experienced when they 
ſaw the tears of reconciliation drop from the 
ſoftened cycs of our brother. Our affectionate 
father, our fond mother, ſeemed in their 
tranſport to have recovered all the gaiety of 
youth, and every thing around us ſmiled with 
new joy. Thus did the amiable and virtuous 
pair expreſs the ſweet ſenſations that filled 
their hearts. 

Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, obſerving that his 
brow ſtill wore the Gloom of diſcontent, 


preſſed his hand to her lips, and in foft and 


tender accent, ſaid, why my love, doſt thou 
ſcem ſo cold, fo inſenſible in the midſt of ſuch 
happineſs? Is the calm that is reſtored to thy 
ſoul incapable of enlivening thine eyes with 
tender joy. Cannot thy heart: felt ſatisfaction 
render thy countenance ſerene I ſhould fear 
the cloud of Grief, that has ſo long darkened 
thy days, had rendered thee unable to taſte 
of joy, had I not beheld ecſtatic delight, con- 
tent and tranſport animate thine eyes when 
thou gaveſt our brother the fraternal embrace. 
O my beloved! the eternal from his throne 

on high, and the benevolent angels who ſur- 
round us, ſaw, with approbation, the ſoft ſen- 
ſations that then filled thine heart. Suffer me, 
my deareſt ſpouſe, to preſs thee to my boſom); 


let | 
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let my fondneſs again light upJoy in thy coun- 
tenance: mayeſt thou loſe all thy cares in this 
tweet embrace. PHT 631 
Cain reſiſted not the tender careſſes of his 
ſpouſe ; but replied, Your joy, your exceflive 
joy gives me offence. Yes I am diſpleaſed: 
Does not your tranſport ſay Cain is corrected ! 
he was before, a man vicious and wicked—he 
_ Hated his brother !—I was not wicked — When 
aroſe ſo ftrange an idea? Muſt I hate my 
brother, becauſe. I was not always weeping 
over him, or perfecuting him with my em- 
races never hated my brother No, never. 
J faw, indeed, with pain, that he, by his folt- 
neſs and effeminacy, ſtole from me the affec- 


In of Adam and Eve.—Could ! be inſenſi- 


Ble of this? But Mahala, it is not without cauſe 
that forrow hangs on my brow. What im- 
dence in our father to recount to us the 
iſtory of his ſhameful fall, and all the diſ- 
aſters of which he and Eve are the cauſc! 
What need was there for us to know, and be 
fo often told, that it was their fault that loſt 
us the delights of Paradiſe, and rendered us 
unhappy ? Were we ignorant of this, our mi- 
ſeries would be more ſupportable, and we 
ſhould not deplore the want of enjoyments of 
which we could then have no idea.  _ 
Mahala ſtifled in her heart, remonſtrances 
and complaints, and carefully read her huſ- 
band's eyes, to ſee if ſhe might venture to re- 
ply. Then mildly anfwered, ſuffer me, I con- 
jure thee, my beloved, to weep, for I cannot 
reftrain my tears. Suffer me to implore thee 
for thyſelf. , I beſeech thee to drive far _ 
n 5 | Is as hes thee 
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thee this gloomy melancholy, that is again be- 


ginning to'over-cloud thy foul. Thou canſt, 


I know, my love, diſperſe it, and reſtore to 
thy heart peace and ſerenity. Let not thy 
. troubled imagination always preſent to thy 


view ſubjects of miſery and Grief, where thou | 


oughteſt to behold divine benignity and Grace. 


O Cain ! why ſhould we blame our parents. 


for relating to us the wonders God has done 


for fallen man! They would excite in our. 


ſouls a lively Gratitude and firm confidence. 
They are keenly ſenſible of every thing that: 


can be a ſubject of Pain and Grief to us, and 
it is barbarity to reproach them with our mi- 


ſery. Riſe, my love, I entreat thee, riſe ſu- 


perior to the vexations that would again in- 
trude themſelves into thine heart, and obſcure 


our days with gloomy ſadneſs. She ſaid no 


more, but gave her huſband a tender Glance, }. 


while her eyes ſwam with tears. 


The ſmile of affection now tempered the 


auſterity of Cain's countenance, and he rephed, 
as he embraced Mahala, I will, my dear, ſur- 
mount the vexations that would gain an em- 
pire over me. I will not obſcure thy days or 
mine with unavailing ſorrow. 


Anamelech, one of the inferior ſpirits of 
Hell, had obſerved the behaviour and di- 


courſeof Cain. He had ſeen, with malicious joy, 
the ſigns of envy and wrath in his ruffled 


features. This malignant dæmon, though one 


of the loweſt order among the rebel angels, did 
not yield in pride and ambition to Satan, the 


arch-apoſtate. Often, while in Hell, he retired | 


from his companions, wham he deſpiſed; often 


he 
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he remained in ſolitude among the infected 
rivers of ſulphur, that flowed through the 
burning land, or ſtrayed alone on the enor- 
mous rock, whoſe ſummits were hid in ſtormy 
clouds. There, in ſecret, he repined at his 
ignoble indolence, while the blue flames re- 
ected from the tops of mountains, caſt an 
obſcure and horrid light on the path made by 
his wandering feet. But when Hell, with tu- 
multuous roar, celebrated the praiſes and tri- 
umphs of her King, who on his return from 
the tereſtrial Globe, elate with pride, recount- 
ed how he had ſeduced our general anceſtors, 
and boaſted his having forced the Eternal to 
pronounce againſt them the decree of death 
and wretchedneſs, then the black venom of 
Envy ſwelled the rancourous breaſt of Ana- 
melech. Mult Satan, he cried to himſelf, 
1 accurſed, enjoy in Hell triumphs and 
praiſe, while I unnoticed rove in obſcurity, 
through theſe gloomy regions, or am con- 
founded with the vile crowd, who with fer- 
vile ſhouts, aggrandize him, and hail him vic- 
tor? No, I feel myſelf equally of noble da- 
ring; I will aſtomiſh my compeers, Iwill force 
Hell's fierce monarch to pronounce my name 
with reſpect. Actuated by the piles of 
riſing to diſtinguiſhed Greatneſs among the in- 
fernals, he meditated baleful projects, - and 
nouriſhed in ſolitude, inveterate hatred to the 
human race. His black mind formed various 
plans for their deſtruction, and his horrid 
deſigns ſucceeded but too well. The miſeries 
of Adam's 1 rendered the name of this 
vile dæmon famous among the diabolical 
n powers 
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powers of the ſiery deep. He it was, who 
after a ſucceſſion of ages, incited a cruel king 
to mallacre the infants of Bethlehem. He 
jaw with a malignant ſmile, men, barbarous 
as the outcaſts of heaven, diſplay a ſavage 
rage againſt thoſe innocents. He received an 
horrid plcaſure while he beheld their litle 
limbs caſhed againſt the tones, which their 
ſpouting veins tained with blood. He was 
delighted to ſee them ſtabbed and diſmem- 
bered in the arms of their diſtracted mothers. 
He hovered with cruel ſatisfaction over that 
unfortunate city.—The cries of thoſe tender 
victims were, to him, agrecable mclody. He 
fed with eager joy, on the heart-rending com- 
plaints of their inconſolable mothers. 1 he 
mangled limbs of infants, trampled under the 
feet of their ſavage murderers, was to him a 
pleaſing ſight; and he felt a hellith tranſport, 
when he beheld their fond parents proſtrate 
on the earth, in all the bitterneſs of anguiſh, 
tearing their hair, and beating their breaſts, 
diſdained with the blood of their guiltleſs 
offspring. | . 

This relentleſs fiend, revolving in his gloomy 
breaſt the actions of hell's fierce monarch, diſ- 
dained ignoble ſloth. I will aſcend, ſaid he, 
I will aſcend to earth. I'll know the import 
of the ſentence, Man ſhall die. I will accele- 
rate his doom—I will kill. He then with 
haſty ſtride paſſed through the Gate of hell; 
he marked and trod the footfteps the arch- 
hend had traced through ancient night, and 
the tumultuous empire of chaos. A brigantine 
thus equipped for theft; ſteers with full fail 
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through the immenſe ſea, and ſtopping on the 
coalt of Heſperia, ſurprizes the tranquil inhe- 
bitants of ſome peaceful village, while fathers, 
mothers, brothers, filters, and inconſolable 
wives, lament on the {hore, puriuing, wich 
their weeping eyes, the raviſhers, who wich 
out-ſpread fails, loon cicape from fight. 

The deteſtable Anamelech long flow with 
rapidity through the gloomy cmpire of night, 
till at length he perceived a faint light on the 
frontiers of the new-created univerſe. As a 
maleſactor meditating ſome horrid murder in 
the ſhade and ſilence of the night, proceeds 
to execute his purpole, through the Gloom, 
towards the city, and finds it on all ſides il- 
luminated, is {truck with fear, and would 
gladly hide himſelf from every eye; thus the 
impure ſpirit was agitated with terror, while 
he traverſed the immenſe ſphere which ſur— 
rounded the earth. On his arrival on this 
Globe, his piercing eye ſoon dilcovered the 
abode of man, and he alighted in the ſhady 
Grove.—Here then, ſaid he, dwells man, hea- 
ven's new favourite. This earth 1s curſed, and 
far unlike. the ſmiling Garden where he firſt 
was placed. Delightful ſpot! now guarded 
by the flaming {word ; for I beheld it while-I 
hovered over the earth; this they have loſt ; 
but what 1s left them 1s not hell. Perhaps by 
plaintive ſupplications they have ſoftened the 
anger of their God. For did not hell ſtill fol- 
low me from place to place: did I not bear 
within myſelf an hell; I might, for aught I ſee, 
be happy here: but poſhbly their groſſer bo- 

dies may be ſubject to pains, to Griefs un- 
| 1 >: OH known 
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known to ethereal ſubſtances. Ah! I ſee ſome 
of the heavenly hoſt placed as Guardians over 
man, though under malediction. I muſt elude 
their care, elcape their attention, or all my 
deſigns will be rendered abortive, and I ſhall 
become the ſport, rather than the admiration 
of Satan, and the ſycophants who ſurround 
his throne. Yonder is the family of ſinners, 
but I fee no ſigns of miſery : their evils, per- 
haps, commence not till death. I'll know. It 
their hearts are open to ſeduction, I will, by 
my wiles, engage them in new crimes that 
may accelerate their puniſhment. Satan ſuc- 
ceeded, by an caly artifice, with the chiefs 
of this. family, while they were yet perfect. 
Now they are degraded by ſin, and the curſe 
of their God, can it be harder to ſubvert them? 
No, I lhall induce them to commit actions ſo 
black, that 'their heavenly Guardians ſhall 
quit the carth with horror, and he who cre- 
ated them ſhall, by his thunder, exterminate 
the ungrateful race, or precipitate them into 
the burning lake; then, on our ſcorching 
banks, we ſhall taſte of joy; ſhall triumph, 
while we behold.thete worthy inhabitants of 
this new world rolling in flames of ſulphur, 
curſing - their exiſtence, and their Almighty 
Maker. Ahl ſee one of them bears on his 
brow the marks of ſullen diſcontent. He has 
a ferocity in his looks that gives me hope. 
My firſt effort ſhall be on him. His compa- 
nion weeps—l will learn the cauſe of her tears. 
The malevolent ſpirit, inviſible to human 
ſight, followed Cain and his ſpouſe, medita- 
ting ſeduction and murder. When they were 
K 2 retired 
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retired to their dwelling, the impure dæmon 
repeated after them, in malicious: mookeny, 
Riſe ſuperior to the 'vexation's' thatointrude 
themſelves into thine heart! Drive far from 
thee - theſe clouds of melancholy *that would 
obſcure thy days! Then quitting: irony, to 
f. ve utterance to the infernal malice, by which 
e was agitated, No, ſaid he, What is good 
ſhall never take root in thine ungrateful heart; 
I will deſtroy it. Thoſe clouds of melancholy 
thou would'ſt diſperſe, ſhalt be re-attembled 
over thy head, thick and black as thoſe which 
ſurround with eternal darkneſs, the ſummits 
of the infernal mountains. My taſk will be 
no hard one. Thou thyſelf laboureſt to al- 
ſemble them. I have only to aſſiſt thee; it 
will be to me a pleaſing taſk to ſecond thine 
own efforts. Yes I will accumulate them on 
thy brow: defolation and miſery, yet un- 
knovn to the human race, ſhall find entrance 
among mortals : thy days ſhall be filled with 
horror and darkneſs, and thoſe. darlings of 
heaven {hall taſte the cup of wrath, -poured 

for angels. 7 H ele 45 
Chearful daun again began to gild the ho- 
riron, inſpiring ſongs and Gaiety, when Cain, 
with his inſtruments of huſbandry; was going 
to the field. Abel had already given him the 
ſalute of the morning, and was conducting his 
flocks to paſtures, ſtill moiſt with the dew of 
the night. Mahala and Thirza were advancing 
hand in hand towards the Garden which ſur- 
rounded the altar. They ſtopped to ſahite 
their brothers, when Eve came to them from 
her cabin, with Geſtures of deſperation.ä— Both 
| h nM J Were 
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were ſcized with inquietude and concern, and 
approaching her, cried out, with emotion, O 
my mother! You weep—Why. weep you? 
Eve at this queſtion, redoubled her tears, 
then endeavourmg to ſtifle her Grief, ſhe, 
giving them a look of affection, ſaid, while 
her words were interrupted by ſighs, Alas! 
my children, have you not heard dreadlul 
Groans; come from our dwelling. The ſharp- 
elt pains this might have ſeized your father, 
and he now ſtruggles with ſome diſeaſe that 
ſeems to penetrate even to his bones. He en- 
deavours to conceal his anguiſh, He would 
prevent the ſighs that eſcape from my heart. 
He ſurpreſſes his complaints, and ſtrives to 
conſole me. But O my children! the moſt 
poignant Grief has taken poſſeſſion of my ſoul, 
and my tortured heart refuſes all confolation. 
When he repoſes in molt tranquility, he ſeems 
oſt in reflection: an inſtant after he-groans 
;xvith agony-—a cold ſweat covers his face, and 
the tears fo)bad reſtrained burſt in a torrent 
from his eyes. O my dear children, dreadful 
apprehenſions oppreſs my heart. Support 
me, my daughters; ſupport your unhappy 
mother, ſinking under the weight of alllic- 
tion. Let us go to your father. Eve follow- 
ed by her lamenting children, returned to her 
ſpouſe, weeping and. leaning on the ſnhoulder 
olf Mahala, 5„ FLOTTY I *} 7 nee „ ü 
Filled with ſorrow, they furrounded th 
bed at the ſick. Adam then lay tranguih His 
countenance and Geſtures diſcovered, that in 
-Tpite-ot {uttering and pain, his ſoul was maſter 
Ob itſelf. He caſt on his alſlicted children,a 


look 


— 
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look of parental tenderneſs. He even gave 
them a {mile of affection, and ſaid, the hand 
of the Almighty, my beloved offspring, is on 
me. My entrails are torn with anguilh: but 
praiſed be the Lord, who regulates all by his 
unerring wiſdom ! perhaps he has ordained 
theſe pains to unloole the bands that unite my 
| foul to this frail body. If it is now to return 
to the duſt of which it is formed, I fubmit. I 
adore the diſpenfations of my Maker, and 
wait with reſignation and love, the fatal hour. 
I will praiſe thee, Sovereign of Life and Death, 
till this union is diſſolved: my foul ſhall then, 
deliver'd from its veſture of earth, offer thee 
more elevated praiſe, O God of Confolation'! 
deign to be my ſupport. Teach me to en- 
dure with patience, my preſent pain, in firm 
hope of future happineſs. But above all for- 
ſake me not, O my Maker! forſake not an 
expiring {inner in the diſtreſsful hour of death. 
Abandon me not, when my ſoul is diſmayed. 
by the laſt tremblings of nature! 
He then caſt his languid eyes on our gene- 
ral mother, who was weeping at his ſide. And 
thou Eve, ſaid he, whom I love as myſelf, 
and you my dear children, add not to my 
Griefs by your ſorrow and tears. How'eru- 
elly does your afthction diſtreſs me! Ceaſe, 
my beloved ceaſe theſe ſighs and lamenta- 
tions. Perhaps the Lord may remove theſe 
terrors of his hand, and death may yet be at 
a diſtance. Perhaps I may again, even on 
this earth, taſte joy and Gladneſs. I Wait the 
good pleaſure of my God, and reſign my ſelf 
to his will. Do you alſo, my dear chil rev, 
283 | an 
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and you, my tender ſpouſe, acquieſce, with 
{ubmilion and. devout Gratitude, in the di- 
vine appointments. Accuſtom yourſelves be- 
{ore-hand to reflect with holy reſignation, on 
the inſtant when it ſhall pleaſe the Almighty 
to {trip off this Garment of earth, and take 
me from you. The father of mankind ceaſed 
to ſpcak. Sharp pangs again ſeized him, and 
he could only utter ſighs and Groans. 
When his agonies were abated, he regarded 
all about him with filent attention; but his 
looks were more particularly fixed on Eve, 
who: ſeemed over-whelmed by her deep di- 
ſtreſs: her ſorrows augmented by thoſe of 
her; huſband, and, to conſole her, he again 
reſumed his diſcourſe: Alas! ſaid he; the 
death of the firſt ſinner, will doubtleſs have 
ſomething frightful in it to thoſe who ſhall be- 
hold it: but it will be more terrible to him 
who. {hall be the victim. May that merciful 
God, who has never abandoned us in our di- 
ſtreſs, ſuccour me in that dreadful hour! 
He will do it His paſt mercies are pledges 
that he will. As for you, my children, added 
he, go leave me- reſign me to the will of 
the Lord. Pray ſor me with fervor. 
This dreadful criſis may perhaps end in a 
ſweet ſleep, that may reſtore vigour to my 


enfeebled members. 


11900 


ing. O may our prayer be accepted! may the 
Lord 
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Lord reinove from thee theſe pains by which 
thou art now tormented. oO 
With hearts pierced with Grief, they left 
the cottage. Eve only remained. I would fleet 
{aid Adam, addreſſing himſelf to his wile, 
who fat near his bed; ſuffuſed in tears. Why 
my beloved doſt thou give way to thy grief 
thy tenderneſs, by increaſing my pain, may 
chaſe repoſe far from me. At length he wiped 
his face in the ſkins that covered him, to 
conceal {rom his companion the diſtreſs and 
inquietude of his mind. Is this ſaid he to him- 
{eli;,—1s this that hour ſo full of ſorrow? Ltecar 
it is. Great God, how terrible | Abandon me 
not in the laſt agony, an expiring ſinner. How 
ſweet would be my conſolations, even in death, 
if theſe ſufferings, theſe fears, would exempt 
my — — from che conſequences 
of the curſe pronounced on them for my fin! 
But no, the fame horrors will terrify, the fame 
veil of darknels will extend over all born of 
woman. From a trunk empoiſoned by ſin, 
what can be produced but ſinners? ſinners 
ſubject to death; —I have killed all my poſte- 
rity. Ah! like me, muſt be. torn from thoſe 
they love, from thoſe whole tenderneſs ſoi- 
tened and endeared life, and gave it all its de- 
lights. O Eve, O ſpouſe, tender and dear! 
what anguiſh will rend thy heart! What tears 
wilt thou ſhed over my ſenfeleſs duſt! Fright- 
ful proſpect! Will not my inanimate clay 
tremble, when the orphan, left with ſupport, 
ſhall lament the loſs of its father, ſnatched 
away ba death in the midit of his courſe? or 
when decrepid parents. all. be. deprives of 
# their 
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their ſons, who were the comfort and ſupport 
of their declining age: when ſiſters thall water 
with their tears the dead bodies of their bro- 
thers ; the wife that of her huſband ; the lover 
that of the object beloved. Spare' then my 
memory, O my children! Curſe not my 
peaceful duſt. It is juſt that the weight of the 
curſe ſhould fall on the laſt hour, the hour 
that tears us from this life of fin. Death, when. 
he divides the foul from its covering of clay, 
will alſo draw it from a ſtate of malediction. 
It notwithſtanding the little power its degra- 
dation has left it, it has ſtruggled againſt vice, 
and endeavoured to raiſe itfelf to virtue, it 
mall enjoy never-ending happineſs in the re- 
gions of immortality. Ye ought then, O my 
offspring, to execrate my aſhes. Our abode 
on earth is not properly life; tis but the dawn 
of life; a troubleſome dream. Opprefs me 
nat then ye mountains of Grief; tis by dying 
E thall revive,” I wait for that inſtant, firmly 
relying on the mercies of my God. Such were 
the thoughts of Adam, when a profound fleep 
overpowered his ſenſes. Ro 
Eve fat drowned in ſorrow, by the bed of 
her fleeping huſband, and, in a low voice, 
fearing to diſturb his repoſe, vented the 
anguiſh of her heart. What evils do I ex- 
perience ? {aid ſhe. O curſe, the conſequence 
of fin | let thy burden reſt on me; I'was the 
firſt ſinner.” Let a double weight of woe fall 
on my wretched head. It is juſt, I was the 
firſt offender. ' Ah! it is already on me; all 
the Griefs, all the diftreſſes of my huſband, 
of my unhappy offspring flow from me. Their 
2 L pains, 
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pains, their ſorrows, | are ſo many gnawing 
worms that prey on me. O my ſpouſe ] if 
thou dieſt How I tremble at the idea! a ge- 
neral ſhivering ſeizes me; the cold fweat 
trickles down my face. Can the horrors of 
death be more dreadful? If thou art going, to 
die for my fault, O Adam! If theſe agonics 
are to unlooſe the bands of life! hate me not. 
Add not, to my inſupportable miſeries, thine 
anger. And ye my children, curſe not your 
unhappy mother. Guilty as I am I deſerve 
your pity. Ye upbraid me not, tis true, but 
alas! every ſigh, every tear awakens my 
keen remorſe, and it is to me a cutting re- 
proach. O God Almighty ! lend an ear to 
my plaintive ſupplications, and remove his 
ſufferings: or, if they are fore- runners of 
death; if his body muſt now return to the 
duſt, —terrifying thought !—ſeparate; us not: 
let me die with him. Suffer my ſoul to retire 
firſt, that I may not behold his laſt pangs. I 
was the firſt ſinner. Eve ceaſed to ſpeak, and 
remained inconſolable, weeping by the ſide 
of her huſband. 1% 916 O 
Qain, in ſpight of the roughneſs of his tem- 
per, ſhed tears at the Groans and diſcourſe 
of his father. He went into the fields when 
he left the cottage, and thus expreſſed his 
concern. I could not help weeping when I 
was near the bed of my father: yet I hope 
that he will not die. God grant that this good 
parent, whom I love, may not die. Ves, I 
could not help weeping: but yet I am not 
drowned in ſorrow like my brother. Before 
I ſhed tears on all occaſions, I mult loſe my 
e | natural 
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natural firmneſs, and become like him, ſoft 
and'/effeminate. Will they {till ſay that I am 
of a ſavage diſpoſition ? at leaſt they will ima- 
vine that Abel loves Adam better than I, be- 
caule I cannot weep like him. I love my fa- 
ther: he is as dear to me as my brother: but 
I cannot' command my tears to flow. 
Abel, penetrated with ſorrow, went into his 
e He proſtrated himſelf on the earth; 
e bent his head on the Graſs, which he moiſten- 
ed with his tears, and addreſſed this prayer to 
the Almighty. With the moſt profound humility 
I would praiſe Thee, O my God! Thou con- 
ducteſt the affairs of mortals with unerring 
wiſdom, and infinite Goodneſs. Though de- 
preſſed by Grief, I dare preſume to offer up 
to Thee my ſupplications; for thou haſt per- 
mitted the ſinner to implore thy mercy. Thine 
unmerited Goodneſs has allowed us this ſweet 
conſolation, in this the midſt of the evils 
which ſurround us. I ought not, I do not 
hope, that thou wilt change the purpoſes of 
thy wiſdom, in compliance with the defires 
of a plaintive worm. Thy ways, O Gracious 
God, are wiſe and Good. To thee will J re- 
fign my lelf, ſupplicating only for ſtrength to 
ſuffer, and for conſolation in our pain. Thou 
knoweſt, O Omnicient God! Thou knoweſt 
the deſires, the ardent wiſhes of my foul. It 
theſe deſires, if theſe withes are not contrary 
to the deſigns of thine infinite wiſdom, reſtore 
to our afflicted mother, the huſband for whom 
ſhe fupplicates thee : reſtore her him in whom 
her life is bound up, and whoſe loſs would 
render her wretched—-reſtore:to us his ſorrow- 
TRE-SION Hum I noir e 21653 | ing 
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ing children, a father, tenderly, dare Pe- 
fer, O God merciful and Gracious! de fer, if 
it be thy will, his death to a more diſtant pe- 
riod. Speak, O God. and it is done: com- 
mand, and it is accompliſhed. At f thy nod 
our. eyils wall diſappear, and joy and Gladneſs, 
thankſgivings and praiſe, will reſound from 
the humble habitation of ſinners. Permit him 
who gave us life, to remain yet longer with 

8. 735 — him, that he may ſtill declare to us 
thine infinite bounties, and teach our infant 
children to liſp forth thy praiſe. But if thine 
unerring wiſdom has appointed this the time 
for his diſſolution; be not offended, O my 
Maker! with this exceſs of our Grief. Par- 
don the diſorder, of my words. If he muſt 
now die, lend him, O God of compaſſion 
5 him thine aſſiſtance in the terrible hour 
of death, and mercifully forgive our cries and 
Jroans. Moderate by thy divine conſola-⸗ 
tions, our afflictions, that we may nat offend 

K eb uh delpairs..:c; ot | Leads bus hut: 
Suc was the prayer of Abel. He was ſtill 
proſtrate, on the carth, from which he was: 
rquſed by a diſtant ſound. i Sweet, odours. were 
waſted around, and before him ſtood a guardian 
angel, reſplendent in beauty. On his ſerene 


* 
2 


drow he wore a coronet of roſes, and his {mile 
was gracious as the opening day. He ſaid, wit 


à voice mild as the breath of the Lephyrs, the 
Lord hath lent. a gracious ear, O Abel! to 
the, voice of thy ſupplications. He bath 
4 7 5 ted thee. the deſires of thine heart. He 
2 Is. commanded. me to aſſume a body, and 
to, hfing thee conſolation and ſuccour. The 


om Eternal, 
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Eternal; who inceſſantly watches over his 
creatures, who regards with an eye of bene- 
licence the crawling” inſect, as well as the 
archangel arrayed in Glory, hath ordered this 
earth to produce, in its boſom, ſalutary remedies 
for the difeales of its inhabitants, whoſe bodies, 
by the fall, are expoſed to pain and ſtcknels, 
which ſhall by degrees lead them to death and 
to corruption, the ſad conſequences of having 
di ſobeyed their Maker. Friend, take theſe 
plants and theſe flowers; they are ſpecifics 
to reſtore health to thy father; boil them in 
the clear water of the fountain: let him drink 
and be whole. 2 20 noi a 2113 f 101 
The angel having given him the fahitary 
herbs, diſappeared. Struck with inexpreſſibl 

aſtoniſiment, he remained fome time immove- 
able; then breathed the devout Gratitüde of 
his ſoul, in this thortejaculation : What am I, O 
God! What am I, that thou fhouldeſt thus 
gracibuſly regard my prayer? I am but ſinful 
duſt and aſhes. I would praiſe thee, O my God! 
but thy bounties exceed all praiſe. The 
triumphant archangel cannot ſufficiently exalt 
thy name, yet thou haſt deigned to accept the 


ſupplications of a worm. 


4 1 q 7 * Wu 
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His lively joy lent him wings. He ran to 

his cottage, and with eager impatience, pre- 
ared the odoriferous dilution. This performed 

e flew to his father. Eve was ſtill bathed in 
tears, and her daughters ſat penſive by her 
ſide. They ſaw with furprize his eagerneſs, 
the joy which ſpexkled in his:eyes; and the 
ſmile which fat on his lips. Dry up your tears, 
mylbeloved, ſaid he, as he emtered. Weep no 
1611014 | | more, 
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more, O my mother! the Lord hath heard 
our prayers, and hath ſent us ſuccour. An 


angel hath appeared to me in the paſtures. 


He hath given me aromatic herbs and flowers, 
a: by his celeſtial hand. Boil theſe, faid 
e, in clear water, and reſtore health to thy 
father. They heard his words with aftoniſh- 
ment, and rendered thanks to the Lord, with 
Gratitude and humble confidence. The lick 
drank the healing draught, and ſoon experi- 
enced its ſalutary effects. Adam now raiſed him- 
{ef on his bed, and with ardent piety offer d u 
his adorations; then taking the hand of Abel, 
he preſled it to his cheek, and wetted it with 
tears of joy, ſaying, O my fon! bleſſed be thou! 
thou by whom God hath ſent me ſuccour: 
thou whoſe prayer he accepts, and hath 
vouchſafed to anſwer. I again bleſs thee my 
en! my beloved ſon! Eve and her daugh- 


ters then embraced him by whom the Lord 
OO BM 920 


had ſent them ſuccour. | N f 
Cain, at this inſtant entered the dwelling of 
His father. While in the field, he had been 
tormented with care and anxiety: I will re- 
turn, faid he to himſelf; I will return to my 
father : perhaps he needs my aſſiſtance.— Per- 
aps he is already dead, and I have not're- 
cerved a laſt bleſſing from his lips. I will ha- 
Ren to him. I love my father. 


5 * & 


On his entering, he ſaw, with amazement, 


theilt joy. He heard Adam bleſs his bro- 


ther. Mallala, his wife, ran to him; and em- 


bfracing him, ſaid,” The Lord, my beloved, 


Hatli ſenit us fuccour by the hand of Abel. 


Cain approached the bed of Adam, and kit. 
. 1894 5190 2D Oi engt d Deild Hung 
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ling his hand, ſaid I ſalute thee, O my father! 
Praiſed be God that reſtores thee to our tears; 
but O my father, have you no bleſſing for 
me you have bleſſed my brother, by whom 
the Lord ſent you help: bleſs me alſo your 
firſt- born. Adam gave him a look of Af Renal 
and preſſing his hand between both his, ſaid 
give thee my bleſling, O Cain, be bleſſed of 
God, my firſt-born! May the favour of, the 
Lord reſt on thee: may thine heart enjoy tran- 
quility and peace, and thy ſoul uninterrupted 


repoſe! Cain then embraced his brother, how 


could he avoid it? all had embraced him. 
Cain left his father's dwelling : but it was 
to retire into the gloomy receſles of a thick 
Grove, where, oppreſled with melancholy, he 
repeated. after Adam Peace and tranquility, 
an,, uninterrupted repoſe—How can I enjoy 


this ; tranquility ? Where ſhall I find this re- 


poſe? Was not I forced to petition for a bleſ- 
ling, while his affection made him, unaſked, 
pour forth his. ſoul in bleſſings on my happy 
— —4 he has allowed me my rank gf Krlt- 


born, What advantage to me is this ſupe- 


riority? miſery is my inheritance, diſdain my 
ortion. It is by the hand of Abel the Lord 
hath reftored health to my father. I am re- 
jected; the bright meſſengers of heaven ap- 
Pear not to me; they paſs me with contempt ; 
they honour me not with their regards. While 
I ſpend my {trength in the labours of. the held 
While the ſweat drops from my face, em- 
browned | by the ſcorching ſun, the angels 
hold gonverſe with him, whoſe delicate hands 
are unſoiled by labour; who lies idle NA bi 
ock, 


: a w—__ : 
— . HC. * 
, - U 


84 The" Death of Abel. 


flock, or with unmanly ſoſtneſs is ſhedding 
tears, becauſe the ſhining dew glitters on the 
Graſs and herbage, er tha ſetting fun, tinges 
the clouds with purple. Happy favourite! 
All nature ſmiles on thee. I only feel the 
curſe ! I only eat my bread by the fwcat of 
my brow. The whole weight of the divine 
malediction falls on my wretched head, Iam 
in every thing unhappy. Thus revolving in 
his unhappy brain gloomy ideas, the offspring 
of hatred and envy, he wandered in the thick 
ſhade. : e iti 1. is 
The ſun was retiring behind the azure. 
mountains, and reflected on the clouds a glow- 
ing red, when Adam faid to his wife, I will 
my beloved, before the day is cloſed; render 
thanks to God, who hath reſtored my health. 
He left his bed full of ftrength and vigour, and 
repaired, accompanied by his daughters, to 
the entrance of his cottage. The departing 
ſun diffuſed a mild light over the fields: 
Adam caſt himſelf on his knees, and viewed 
with tranſport, the country thus enlightened. 
Here am I faid he, with fervent effuſion of 
heart—here am I my Sovereign Maſter, pro- 
ſtrate before thy face, penetrated with a lively 
ſenſe of thine infinite 2 70 agoni- 
zing pangs! what are become of you? ye 
pierced — bones, ye ſcorched m ves 5 
in the midſt of anguiſh, my ſoul loſt not her 
hope; ſhe placed her confidence in God and 
was not diſappointed.— The Almighty lent a | 
gracious ear to the Groans and cries of a ſin- 
ner. He regarded the voice of a worm; health | 
returned pain and forrow are no more, _— 
te 8 
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ſhall not triumph over my duſt; I ſhall ſtill 
4 918 my Maker in this habitation of clay, this 

ouſle. of corruption, I will praiſe thee, O my 
God! I will praiſe thee from the early dawn 
to the riſing of the evening ſtar. While my 
foul is — in this body of earth, it ſhall 
ſtammer ſorth its Gratitude ; but it will praiſe 
thee in more exalted ſtrains when diſengaged 
from this obſtructing duſt, it ſhall riſe tri- 
umphant and refined; it, ſhall. then behold 
thee face to face, arrayed in all the luſtre of 


thy magnificence. O ye angels, reſplendent 


in light, caſt your eyes on this dwelling of 
ſinners, this abode of death. The earth ſhook 


from its foundation when it was defiled by 
ſin, and the Almighty Maker turned from it 
his regards. Yet on this earth, he now diſ- 
plays tlie Wonders of his love: attune your 
Golden Harps to his praiſe; exalt his name 

18 while man can only liſp 


in ſeraphic f 
in rapture, I ſalute thee, O ſun ! I ſalute thy 


retiring beams. When thy morning rays en- 
lightened theſe fields, I groaned oppreſſed bx 
2 when they illumined my dwelling, I 


ſaluted them with ſighs: ere they had given 


place to the grey . I: am- returning 


thanks to the Lord of Lite, who hath remov- 


ed my Griefs. I ſaluie you, ye lofty. moun - 
tains, and ye hills ſcattered over the plan; 
mine eyes ſhall ſtill behold, reflected from 
your ſummits, the glowing brightneſs of the 
riſing and the ſetting ſun. I ſalute ye, Oye 
birds, who chant the praiſes of the Eternal! 


your ſongs ſtill recreate. mine ear. Ve. limp- 
ed ſtreams, I ſhall again repoſe my weary 
| | n ö limbs 
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limbs on your flowery banks; again be lulled 
to reſt by your ſoft murmurs: and ye Groves, 
ye bowers, ye woods, I ſhall: ſtill walk under 
your refreſhing ſhades; ye ſhall again ſhield 
me from the ſun's too ardent ray, when rapt 
in profound meditation, I ſhall; wander 1n 
your fragrant retreats. I {alute thee, O na- 
ture entire; but I worſhip and adore only na- 
ture's God, who ſupported my vile clay, when 
ready to crumble into duſt. 1 3 | 7 
The father of men thus, praiſed the Lord, 
while the whole creation. appeared attentive 
to his prayer; and {ſeemed to felicitate his re- 
turn to life. The glorious orb of day darted 
on its laſt rays. The young Zephyrs waſted 
on their ambroſial wings the aromatic per- 
fumes of the Groves and Gardens, as if charg- 
ed by the flowers to exhale, their ſweets. to 
him. The feathered inhabitants of the woods, 
ſaluted him with their ſofteſt notes, as actu- 
, ated by a lively joy. COOL BE . ub gf 
Cain and Abel came under. the. tha awhile 
Adam was yet on his knees. They ſaw, with 
delight, their father reſtored to health,” The 
+ 183 Adam aroſe from the earth, 
he embraced, and he received the embraces 
of his 'tranſported children; he kifled with 
fond affection the moiltened cheek of our ge- 
neral mother; after which he, Eve and their 
daughters, returned to their, A Abel 
then addreſſing himſelf to Cain, laid, Let us 
alfo, my brother, render thanks to God Moſt 
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High, who has reſtored to our tears our affec- 


11 
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| *Honate father. I will, by t e, light of the 

moon, which is now riſing, offer on mine al- 
R . 
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tar, a young lamb: Wilt thou not alſo, on 
thine altar, make an offering ? = 
_ Cain, giving him a gloomy and angry look, 
ſaid, Yes; I will preſent an offering to. the 
Lord of what my barren fields afford. Abel, 
with graceful ſweetneſs, replied, O my bro- 
ther! the Lord our God counts as nothi 
the lamb' that burns before him; neither doth 
he regard the fruits of the field. which the fire 
conſumes. Tis the ardent piety that flames 
in the heart of the worſhipper, that gives the 
Offering all its value. Gu i 40-4; 
Cain returned. The fire of heaven will per- 
; Haps conſume thy victim; for by thee the 
Lord ſent health to our father—I am diſdain- 
cd. However I will make my offering. I 
am as well as thee, penetrated with Gratitude. 
Our father, who is reſtored to our wiſhes, is 
equally dear to me as to thee. Let the Lord 
do with me, miſerable worm! according to 
his good pleaſure. 
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Abel tenderly threw himſelf, on the neck 
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col Cain, ſaying, Ah my brother, my dear 
+ Aged doſt thou make the Lord's having 
ſent by my hand, relief to our father, a new 
ſubject of diſcontent? Iwas charged with, this 
..commihon for us all. All prayed to the Lord! 
the prayers of all were anſwered. Baniſh 
from thy boſom, my dear brother !—let me 
intreat thee, to baniſh for ever theſe gloomy 
ideas. The Lord who ſees into the inmoſt re. 
.. ceſſes of our fouls, can diſcover there, unjuſt 
7 thoughts, and ſecret murmurs. Loye me as 
0 any impure diſpoſition. 
M 2 May 
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May the Lord, O my brother! bn gac- 
cept thy pr raiſes, Ang graciopſly ſend is bled 
Hings on thee. 
Cain anſwered PS! but ke towards: hie 
field, and Abel looking after him with a pity+ 
ing eye, repaired to his 7 Each ad- 
vanced to the altar; Abel flew a young lamb, 
lad it on his altar, ſcattered on it Odoriferous 
herbs and flowers, and put fire to the offer- 
ing, then warmed with fervent piety, pro- 
ſtrated himſelf before it, and with humble 
Gratitude, praiſed the Lord. The flame aroſe 
on high through the Gloom of night, and en- 
ehe ed the fields and paſtures. The Lord 
forbad the winds to blow, becauſe the ſacri- 
fice was acceptable. | | 
Cain laid on his altar the fruits of the field; 
ut fire to the offering, and alſo prollr ated. 
himſelf before it. Inſtantly a terrific ſound | 
was heard among the buſhes: - A furious 
whirlwind advanced to the altar; diſperſed 
the offering of Cain, and covered him with 
flame and {moke. He retired trembling, when 
- a majeſtic voice, proceeded from the darknels, 
uttered theſe awful words, Why, js pale fear 
ſeen in thy viſage? There is yet time: cor- 
rect thyſelf; repent, and I will pardon. thy. 
ſim: fag thou doll not, thy crime and its cha- 
tiſement ſhall purſue thee for ever, Why 
hateſt thou thy brother? He loves, thee, he 
honours thee with true affection. 
in, ſeized with horror, quitied the; Placo,, 
of facrifice, a tempeſtuous wind driving alter 
him the infected {moke. of the offering;;.. 
Pages with terror, he ie ihre are 6 
dark knels, 
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darkneſs. His heart trembled within him; 
and a cold ſweat ran down his face. Caſting 


his eyes around, he beheld the bright flame 


of his brother's facrifice riſing in the air in 


ſpiry waves. At this view he turned awa 

his head, and gnaſhing his teeth, cried, there's 
the ſacrifice of the favourite. Fly mine eyes 
this hateful fight. Another look would fill 
my heart with all the rage of the infernals. I 
cannot help curſing him with my tremblitig. 


lips. But itn, uenbanpy wretch, turn thy; 
O death! O deſtruc- 
tion come, and put a period to my miſery aud 


fury on thyſelf. Come 


my life! Why, O my mother, didſt thou en- 
tail miſery on thy wretched offspring ? Shall 
I preſent my ſelf before you, in the horrors of 


my deſpair? ſhall my agonies, my terrors, my 


inſupportable wretchedneſs, ſhew you the di- 
ſtreſſes your fatal relapſe” prepared for your, 
deſcendants? Ah! no. Revenge not unhap- 
| PY man—revenge not thyſelf on a father, by 

ringing before his eyes, a ſpectacle. of ſuch 


horror. Seized with'terror; he would expire 


in my fight, and 1 ſhould, if poſſible, be ſtill 
more wretched, The wrath of the Lord lies 
heavy on me. He has curſed me. He dif- 
dains my offering. I am the molt deſolate 
creature on the face,of the earth, The ani- 
mals of the field, the reptiles of the Ground, 


compared with me, are worthy of enyy... O 


merciful God! if it be pollible, extend thing | 
indulgence to me. Turn from me, O Godt 1.. 


of 


thy flerce anger or again reduce me to n 
F © CY £4 | LA 31 7 91 i: 1 - £ . | l . 
thing;/—But' what do I fay ?. hard, ob 
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rat heart Correct thy ſelt, he hath faid, DID 
Chuſe 


I will pardon thy pail offences. 


. 
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Chuſe pardon or: miſery. !—miſery, eternal! 
miſery inexpreſſible! Ves I have ſinned: my 
iniquities riſe above my head: they cry for 
vengeance: Thou art juſt, O God! Thy 
vengeance is alſo juſt. The farther. we ſtray 
from the paths of perfection and wiſdom, the 
farther we: ſtray from happineſs; I mult then 
be guilty, ſince I am unhappy. I will forſake 
theſe ways of perverſeneſs. Turn thine eyes, 
O God, from my paſt offences: Preſerve me 
from committing new ones. Take, pity on 
me, O my God!] or- reduce me to nothing; 
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E air was yet moiſt with the dew of 
1 night; the birds {till flept in ſilence; the 
fun had not begun to gild the tops of the hills, 
or the hovering fogs of the morning; yet Cain, 
diſtreſſed and melancholy, had left his cot- 
tage. Mahala, unknowing ſhe was over- 
heard, had wept and prayed for him during 

the tedious night. The black traces of de- 
pair were too viſible in his countenance to 
eſcape the obſervation of his affectionate 7 

— | She 
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She raiſed to heaven her ſupplicating hands. 
She begged for him, mercy and forgiveneſs, 

he intreated that the divine conſolation and 
Grace might ſoften the heart of her wretched 
huſband. Her lively Grief, her intenſe. de- 
votion, as ſhe feared diſturbing the partner 
of her bed, were only uttered in ſighs and 
tears. Vet the inarticulate expreſſions of her 
forrow had reached the ears of Cain, Who, 
unable to bear her Grief, wandered in the 
early dawn. His murmuring voice reſound- 
ed through the profound calm of the fields 
like diſtant thunder. Night odious ! night 
horrible! ſaid he. What black clouds ſur- 
round me! What fears! What terrors! When 
my imagination began to be calmed, when 
gentle {ſleep had huſhed my Griets, the voice 
of lamentation awoke me. Alas! I only wake 
to be replunged in wretchedneſs. Shall I ne- 
ver more etyoy repoſe? Why did ſhe pray 
and weep for me? She yet knows not that my 
ottering was rejected. —Her tears increale my 
diſtreſs.I cannot bear her Groans—they add 
to my Griefs—they chaſe peace from my 
heart. This day, like the laſt, muſt be paſſed 
in ſorrow and bitterneſs. While a ſmile of 
approbation rewards every action of my bro- 
ther, while he enjoys every ſoothing delight, 
terror and ſadneſs purſue me: I loye thee, 
Mahala I love thee tenderly. Thou art dearer 
| to me than myſelf. Why then ſhouldeit, th u, 
by thy lamentations, fill with anguaſh fs Www 
hours of reſt my miſeries have left me? 

He ſtopt under a buſh that grew, on the ſide 
of 8 O ſolt ſlecp, ſaid he, reſtore me 
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here thy, ſweet balmy bleſlings. Unhappy 


that I am, weakened by fatigue and terror, I 
invoked thee: in my . cottage. Scarce hadſt 
thou ſpread oyer-me thy downy-pinions, when 
the voice of ſorrow chaſed thee from mine 
eyes. Here is none to trouble my repoſe ex- 
cept beings inanimate; influenced by the 
wrath of Heaven, can drive quite from me, 
even in this diſtant retreat. O Earth, which 
by a curſe too ſevere, requires ſuch painful 
labour — Alas! I only labouf to prolong a life 
of wretchedneſs: nov 831 let me, on 


thy boſom, find ſome moments of reſt, to re- 


pair my exhauſted ſtrength. -I expect no 


other happineſs. I know no greater. He was 


filent. He laid himſelf on the fragrant Graſs, 
and the power he had invoked wrapt him in 


eee, oo ws colt nin ts, 
-. Anamelech ſecretly followed the ſteps of 
Cam, He was now at his ide. | A profound 
fleep, ſaid the malicious ſpirit, has cloſed his 


eyes. I will continue near him, to accompliſh 


my 0 and accelerate his deſtruction. 


Come aſhſt me ye hovering dreams, diſturb 


his ſoul with fantaſtic viſions: aſſemble each 


. noe that can inſpire him with fury and di- 
ſtracti 


on. Come envy with corroſive tooth, 


hot rage and every tumultuous paſſion, thus 


ſpoke the ſpirit impure, and with intent ma- 


lign, laid him near Cain. A furious wind 


aroſe; it howled in the caverns of the rocks; 


it hook with dreadful roar the buſes, and 
aid rudely agitated the hair of Cain: But in 


GB. 
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van it howled in the caverns of che rocks: n 
vain it hook with dreadful roar the buſhes : 
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in vain it rudely agitated the hair of Cain; 
Sleep ſat heavy on 15 wearied eye: lids, and 
he ſtill Kept them cloſed. - 

He beheld in a dream a vaſt field, on which 
were ſcattered a number of mean cottages. 
He ſaw his ſons and his grandſons diſperſed 
over the plain, where they reſolutely expoſed 
themſelves to the mid-day ſun, which darted 
his ſcorching rays on their heads. Aſſiduous 
at their painful labours, ſometimes they 
gathered fruit for their ſubſiſtence, at others 
eee the earth to receive freſh ſeeds; or 

ooping, wounded their hands with pullin 
up the thorny brambles, leſt they ſhould 
choak the riſing grain, and leſſen the utility of 
their former 87 He ſaw alſo their wives 
buſted in domeſtic labour. He beheld them 
preparing a frugal refreſhment againſt the re- 
turn of their huſbands. Eliel, his eldeſt ſon, 
then appeared before him; he ſaw him lift 
with difficulty a heavy burthen from the 
earth; he bore it on his ſhoulder tottering 


with the load; the ſweat ſtreamed from his 


embrowned face, and ſorrow and diſcontent 
appeared in his eyes. What a life of miſery ! 
ſaid Ehel. How well is the prediction fulfil- 
led, which ſaid, Man ſhall eat his bread by. 
the ſweat of his brow. Did the Creator baniſh 
from his preſence all the offspring of Adam? 
Or did the curſe affect only the children of 
the firſt-born ? Too fevercly it is felt by us 
ſons of Cain; our portion is labour and indi- 
gence. While in yonder fields, inhabited by 
Abel's children, from which our unnatural 
kinfmen have baniſhed us to theſe barren 

| . | de ſarts, 
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deſarts, is concentered all that can give de- 
light to man. The earth ſpontaneouſly pours 
forth her bounties. Thoſe ſons of luxury re- 
oline in fragrant bowers. Nature herielt ſcems 
ſubſervient to their caſe, and ſloth. Every 
comfort, every pleaſure, if pleaſure is to be 
found on earth, is the portion of theſe vo- 
luptuous idlers. Thus murmuring, Eliel flowly 
ſtaggered towards the cottages. 

Cain was now carried, on imagination's ſpor- 
tive wing, to a plain enamelled with a variety 
of flowers, watered by limpid brooks, which, 
meandering, ran with ſoft murmers near, aro- 
matic. bowers, under the ſhade of ; tufted 
groves. The banks were decorated with lofty 
trees, and the clear water reflected the vivid 
colour of their ſeveral fruits, formed a new 
landſcape. The ſtreams after thus roving 
through the flowery turf, finiſhed their Wan- 
dering courſe in an ample lake, whoſe glaſſy 
ſurface was ſmooth and unruffled. He ſaw 
at a diſtance a citron grove, Where played the 
wanton zephyrs, fanning with their ambroſial 
wings, the ſweets around. The proſpect was 
terminated by a range of lofty ſig- trees, which 
ſpread their extenſive ſhade: over the tender 
e In this delightful ſpot were accumu- 
lated all the beauties with Which imaginative 
fable had decorated the charming vale of 
Tempe, or Cnidus' luxuriant land; where 
aroſe, conſecrated to Venus, a magnificent 
temple on lucid columns 

Oain ſaw in his dream flocks. white as the 
falling ſnow ſporting in the plenteous herbage, 
while the indolent ſhepherd, whoſe head was + 


encircled 
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encircled with wreaths of flowers, lay recline 
under the ſpreading” palm, chanting to the 
ſy mpathizing objec of his paſſion anamourous 
lay. Their boys blooming as the loves, and 
girls ſweet as tlle Graces, afſembled under the 
arches of interwoven honey-ſuckles and myr- 
tles, where with agile feet they formed the 
feſtive dance. The bright juice of the grape 
ſparkled in — 4 goblets, and delicious 
fruits were ſpread on tables covered with 
flowers; + white the ambient air reſounded with 
vocal and inſtrumental harmony. Cain with 
regret beheld thele children of ;ſfipation. He 
ſaw a young man riſe in the midſt of the fpor- 
tive al embly, and heard him thus addrels his 
| brethren: I rejoice with you my jocund 
friends: I rejoice in our preſent fehcity,— 
Nature ſmiles on us: ſhe has united in this 
delightful fpot, all that can charm the ear, or 
ravith the heart: but to conſerve her bounties, | 
we mult again return to labour: and labeur 
is troubleſome and fatiguing. Shall our hands, 
formed to touch the foft jute and ſounding 
lyre, betrendered callous by the drudgery of 
the field? Shall our heads, ſo well becoming 
theſe 'encircling roſes, be again expoſed to the 
ſun's fierce rays? No, we will recline on beds 
of violets under the myrtle, while the hardy 
ſons of earth, the brawny inhabitants of yon- 
der plains, ſhalFfor us endure the toil of hook. 
The men ſhall till our grounds, their wives 
and daughters ſhalt be ſervants of ours. What 
fay ye my gay companions, is the proſpect 
| — 2 ſmilè approbation. Eend me 
Vue 5 had dear brethren, and ere to- 
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morrow's dawn, we will make it a joy ful rea- 
| lity, When the ſun has withdrawn his rays 
from the earth, and. night has ſpread over it 
her,mantle darkneſs; we will march in-filence 
to the cottages of thoſe. ruſtics. We ſhall 
doubtleſs find them, after the rugged toil of 
the day, buried in the arms of ſleep, and ſhall 
ealily take them captive. /'Tis true our number 
is ſuperior to theirs, and you may wonder why 
I recommend ſilence, and chuſe night for our 
expedition; but my friends, the men are 
ſtrong: hardſhip and fatigue have braced their 
nerves, and deſpair may render them deſpe- 
rate. Let us then avoid a battle, in Which, if 
victors, we muſt ſuffer ſome loſs, and chuſe 
the leaſt dangerous mode of effecting our pur- 
pole. The young man was ſilent. The whole 
aſſembly were unanimous in the praiſes, and 
ſhewed their readineſs to join in the infernal 
ſcheme by loud ſhouts of applauſe : 
A new ſcene now {truck the eyes of Cain. — 
It was night, and the inhuman artifice was 
put in execution. He heard cries of deſo- 
lation and terror, intermingled with ſhouts o 
inſult and triumph. He beheld the fields and 
rocks illumined by the flames of the burning 
cottages; by this dreadful light, he ſaw: his 
ſons and grandſons bound, and with them 
their wives and infants, tamely marching be- 
fare the children of Abel, like a flock of bleat- 
duch was the dream of Cain. He was 
diſtreſſed though aſleep... When Abel having 
perceived him under the buſhes at the foot 
of the r ock, ApPT cached, | with | looks 01 
Y ood arcs 1 W 1 affection, 
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affection, and in a voice of tenderneſs, faid 


Ah my brother, ſoon mayeſt thou awake! 
long to embrace thee, an expreſs the ſweet 
ſenſation by which my heart is engroſſed. 
J love thee my brother; I ſee with pain thy 
uneaſineſs, and gladly would remove from 
thy ſoul the fatal jealouſy that embitters thy 
days. Awake O Cain, awake, that my heart 
may n the pleaſures of reconcili- 
ation. But ſoft, ye impatient wiſhes—breathe 
gently ye winds: ye birds ceaſe your un- 
timely melody, leſt you diſturb the precious 
repoſe of my brother. Perhaps his fatigued 

limbs require yet longer the reſtorative of 
lleep But how he lies! how pale how wan! 
His features ſeem diſtorted by fury. Why 
do you: diltreſs him ye viſions of terror? 
Leave his ſoul to enjoy tranquility; ye imagi- 
nary horrors; take ee of it ye pleaſing 
images. Preſent to his mind the ſweet occu- 
pations of domeſtic life; the tender delights 
of the huſband and the father. May every 
thing molt lovely in the creation, fill his ima: 
gination, and ſoothe his ſoul! may he awake 
calm and ſmiling as the vernal morn} May 
joy expand his countenance, and his delighted 

eart utter his gratitude to the Great Giver ot 
every good, in devote praiſe]! He ſpoke no 
more, but ſtood ſteadfaſtly looking at Cain; 
while aſtomiſhment, inquietude, and tender 
love, were viſible in his eyes. 
As the fierce lion couching at the fobt of a 
rock, (who though aſlecp, freezes With terror 
the! trembling traveller, and obliges him ta 
take a wide circuit to uayqgid the! dreadful 
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beaſt), if the murderous arrow; in its rapid 
flight, 33 his ſide, ſuddenly he ſtarts, and 


with dreadful roar, ſeeks his enemy; he 
foams, he rages; his blazing eyes menace de. 
ſtruction. © The firſt object he meets is the 
victim of his fury; perhaps an innocent child 
playing on the graſs with variegated flowers. 
Not lefs terrible roſe Cain; his eyes were in- 
flamed, and rancour ſat on his pallid cheek: 
A ſtorm of wrath was gathering: the cloud 
burſt. He ſtamped his foot on the ground. 
Open, O earth! he cried, open, O earth, and 
hide me, hide me from my miſeries in thy 
loweſt abyſs. My life is one continued round 
of diſtreſs and torture, and, as if this was not 
enough, I ſce - inſupportable proſpect! I fee 
that my children ſhall one day inherit my 
miſeries. But I implore in vain, thou wilt not 
open; the Almighty Avenger reſtrains thee. 
I-mult, ſuch is his will, I muſt be wretched. 
And that future evils may diſturb my feanty 
enjoyment of preſent good, he himſelf draws 
aſide the veil. Curſt be the hour when my 
mother, by my birth, gave the firſt proof of 
her ſad fertility; curſed be the place where 
ſhe firſb felt the pangs of child birth! may all 
its products Penh May he that ſhall ſow it loſe 
his grain and his labour! May ſudden terror 
ſtrike even to the bones, all who ſhall paſs 
Over R. S or MEET rie see ee, 
Iheſe were the imprecations of Cain. When 

Abel, pale as the ſculptured marble, ventured 
to approach him with ſlow and unſteady ſtep. 
My brother? ſaid he, in a trembling voice: 
No O my Gd! — Horror e my 
Art | 8 blood 
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blood One of the ſeditious ſpirits; whom 
the Eternal precipitated from Heaven, has 
ſurely taken uh lorm, under which he utters 
his blaſphemies! Where art thou my brother ? 
1 fly to ſeek thee—to bleſs thee. Where art 
thou my brother? 
Here J am, cried Cain, in a voice of thun- 
der: Here am I, thou ſoft favourite—thou 
dear minion of the vengeful Eternal, and of all 
nature, thou whoſe viperous race are one day 
ſolely to engroſs all the felicity of this world. 
Yes ſo it muſt be. It is fit there ſhould be 
a tribe of ſlaves, as beaſts of burthen to the 
favourite lineage. Their delicate limbs muſt 
not endure the hardſhips of labour. - Formed 
only for voluptuous. idleneſs, theſe ſons of 
oth mult rechne in the ſhady bowers while 
—The rage of Hell is in my heart—Can- 
Cain! my brother! ſaid Abel, interrupting 
him, with a voice and look that at once ex- 
preſſed his horror, affection and aſtoniſhment: 
What terrifying dream has troubled thy foul? 
I ſought thee. in the early dawn, I came to 
embrace thee at the ſpringing day. But ho- 
do I find thee agitated? How doſt thou re- 
turn my tender love? When, O when, my 
deareſt brother, ſhall peace, ſhall amity bleſs 
our dwellings? When will come the happy 
day -a day, after which our parents ſo ardent- 
ly long, when fraternal affection and ſocial 
joy, hall be firmly eſtabliſned? O Cain! Cain: 
canſt thou ſo ſoon forget the pleaſures of re- 
conciliation, otwhich thou ſeemed ſo ſenſible, 
when in a rapture of joy and friendſhip I-flew- 
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into thine arms! Have I offended thee my 
brother? - Unknowingly have I offended thee 
then: But why then doſt thou caſt on me 
fuch furious looks! By all that is ſacred I con- 
jure thee to forget my involuntary fault, and 
receive my embraces. As Abel pronounced 
the laſt words, he ſtooped to claſp the 
knees of his brother ; but Cain ſtarting back, 
crying, Ah, thou ſerpent ! Wouldeſt thou en- 
twine thyſelf about me? At the fame inſtant 
with an arm ſtrengthened by rage, he ſwung 
a maſly club and ſmote the head of his brother. 
The innocent victim of his fury fell at his feet. 
The bones of his head were cruſhed. He once 
raiſed his dying eyes to his unnatural brother, 
and, giving him a look of pardon and pity, 
expired. His blood diſtained the waving 
curls of his fair hair, and ran in a ſtream to 
the foot of his murderer. _ Net 
Cain ſtood motionleſs, ſtiffened with horror. 
The cold ſweat ran from his trembling mem- 
bers while he beheld with agony, the laft con- 
vulſions of his expiring brother. The ſmoke 
of the blood he had ſhed, aſcended even to 
him. Curſed blow! he cried. My brother! 
—Awake—awake. O my brother: How 
ale His eyes are fixed! The blood ſtreams 
rom his head! —Miſerable that I was— Ah! 
what am I now 2—Infernal horrors. | 
Thus he cried aloud, and furiouſly threw 
from him the bloody club : then with violence 
truck his temples. He ſtooped to the dead 
body, and endeavoured to raiſe it from the 
carth, crying, Abel !—my brother !|—awake ! 
Ah! what tortures do I feel How his head 
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hangs :— how .it bleeds! how helpleſs !— 
Dead !—O anguiſh infupportable :——he is 
dead. My crime is without remedy.—I fly 
whither fly? My tottering knees will ſcarce 
begr me. Having thus ſpoke trembling he hid 
himſelf among the buſhes. a 
The ſeducer, with triumph in his look, re- 
mained near the dead. Elate with pride, he 
ſtretched his gigantic form to its full height, 
and his countenance was not leſs dreadful 
than the black pillar of ſmoke, ariſing from 
the half- conſumed lumber of a lonely cottage 
is to the inhabitants, who returning ſrom their 
peaceful labours, find all their conyeniences, 
all their riches, the prey of the devourin 
flames. ' Anamelech followed the enn 
with his eyes, While a ruthleſs ſmile ſpoke his 
exultation. He then caſt on the bleeding body 
a look of complacency. Plealing fight ! ſaid 
he, I fee for the firſt time this earth wet with 
human blood. The flow of the ſacred ſprings 
of Heaven, before the fatal hour when the. 
Maſter of the univerſe, precipitated us from 
thoſe ſeats of bliſs, never gave half this. plea- 
ſure. Never did the harmonious harps of the 
archangels give ſuch delight, as the ſighs of the 
brother murdered by a brother. And thou 
the nobleſt of thy Maker's works : thou laſt 
| beſt effort of his creating hand, what a deſpi- 


cable figure doſt thou make! Riſe beautiful . 


outh ! Riſe, thou friend of angels! This indo- 
ence in thine oriſons ill becomes the worthip 
of thy God! But he ſtirs not. His own bro- 
ther left him weltering in his blood. No, that 
honour is mine. I guided the arm of the 
er. WS fratricide. 
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| atricitl lt is by a8tlogid, Tuch 40 Satan Hitt! 
ſelf would boaſt,” I ſhall riſe above the vile 
1 8 of Hell. I haſten to the foot of the 
infernal throne. The vaſt concave of the Rey 
gulph will reverberate my praiſes. , I ſhall 
move in triumph through crouds of ignoble 
ſpirits, whom no hardy atchievement has dig- 
nified, and look down with {corn on thoſe, 
who, till now were counted my equals. In- 
flated with arrogance, he turned once more 
o glut his eyes with a laſt view of the victim; 
but the hideous traces of deſpair inſtanta- 
neouſly diſſipated his ironic ſmiles, and effaced 
the triumphant pride which fat on his ex- 
Ede brow. The Lord commanded, and 
he was ſeized with infernal horrors: he was 


»werwelmed by a deluge of torture. He now | 
curſed his exiſtence; he curſed eternity re- 
plete with torments and yelling fle. 
The laſt fighs of the dying aſcended to'the 
throne of God, and demanded of Eternal 
Juſtice vengeance on the murderer. Thunder 
was heard from the holy ſanctuary. The 
golden harps, ceaſed to ſound. The eternal 
hallelujahs were interrupted. Three times 
the thunder echoed through the lofty arch of 
. This awful ſound was fucceeded by 
the majeſtic voice of God, ifluing from the 
ſilver cloud that encompaſſed his 'throne. Tt 
ſummoned an archangel; the lucid ſpirit ad- 
vanced towards the Tear of the moſt high, 


veiling his face with his effulgent wings; and 
God. faid, Death hath made his firſt prey on 


man; henceforth be it thy function tõ aſſem- 


- 


ble the ſouls of the juſt, I myſelf > es 
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that of Abel when he fell. When the righteous 
man is languſhing in the cold ſweat of de 
be thou at his fide; . by. aſſuring him of eter- 
nal felicity in theſe moments of anxiety, when 
his ſoul trembling at the view of his paſt life, 
dreads a ſeparation from its duſt, thou ſhalt 
then calm his fears, and inſpire him with con- 
dence. , Thou ſhalt turn his eyes from my 
rigorous juſtice, and fix them on my long ſuf- 
tering and tender mercies. Haſten now to- 
wards the earth to meet the ſoul of Abel; 
thou Michael go with him, and declare to the 
murderer the ſentence pronounced againſt 
him. Thus ſpoke the Eternal, and again the 
thunder thrice echoed through the lofty arch 
of heaven, The archangels with rapid wing, 
paſſed through the celeſtial ranks. The gates 
of the divine abode ſpontaneouſly opened to 
the heavenly meſſengers, they traverſed. the 
boundleſs expanſe on all ſides reſplendent, 
amidſt ſuns without number, and alighted on 
OO OB WE PC 6 TPTN a0 | 
The angel of death called forth the ſoul of 
Abel from the enſanguined duſt ; it advanced 
with a ſmile of joy. The more pure, and 
ſpirituous parts of the body flew off, and 
mixing with the balſanuc exhalations, wafted 
by the zephyrs from the flowers which ſprung 
up within the compaſs irradiated by the 
angel, environed the ſoul, forming for it an 
ethereal body. It ſaw with a tranſport till then 
unknown, the bright meſſenger coming to- 
7 "2ity Tops f Wr 
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thee, happy ſoul, now diſengaged from th: 
in mA AEM duſt. Receive, my eres 
1 0 to me an increaſe of felicity, that I am 
choſen by the Moſt High to introduce thee 
into the realms of light and bliſs, where, My- 
riads of angels wait to hail thee. Conccive if 
thou canit, beloved ſoul! conceive what it is 
to behold Gad face to face—to have commu- 
nion with him for ever. Thou art going to 
experience the riches of his grace, the wonders 
of his love. Thou wilt ſoon know the im- 
menſe rewards with which he recompenſes 
virtue. O thou who halt firſt laid down thy. 
covering of duſt, be cloathed in light I ance 
mor ehre he.. 0 
Permit me alſo to embrace thee, celeſtial 
friend, replied the ſoul: and overpowered by 
the extatic ſenſe of its beatitude, it reclined 
on the angel. Delight extreme ! bliſs inex- 
preſſible: While my ſoul was impriſoned in 
the periſhing clay, from which it is now 
19 5 5 I mediated in ſolitude, by the mild 
and ſoft light of the unclouded moon, on the 


d 0rts. Eternity now is mine, All ſublunary 
a s > - CAres 
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cares are at an end. I hall for ever be em- 
ployed in praiſing my God, who with un- 
unded bene ficence beſtows never endin 
felicity on the ſoul that pants after virtue, an- 
delights in the beauty of goodneſs. For ever 
ſhall I exalt his name; for ever ſhall T enjoy 
ineffable bliſs; for I ſhall ſee him as he is. 
Thus did theſe two happy ſpirits inter- 
change reciprocal endearments, and the ſweet 
embrace.—Follow me, ſaid the archangel, 
follow my flight. Let us quit the earth? 
nothing-here can now be dear to thee, but 
the virtuous. Regret not to leave them be- 
hind : for after a few more riſing and ſetting 
ſuns, they too will partake of your felicity. At 
preſent the celeſtial choir waits with arderit 
expectation thy coming. Haſte to embrace 
your new friends, and join with them in inceſ- 
{ant hallelujahs to the Eternal. n 
I follow thee, replied the righteous ſoul; 
into what a torrent of delight and felicity art 
thou conveying me, dear and feſpetzable 
friend, whole nature is ſo far ſuperior to 
mine? O my beloved kindred, waom Tleave 
ſtill embodied in the duſt; who muſt ſtil 
remain in this vale of tears: when the days of 
your life are fulfilled, when the hour of your 
deſolation is at hand, and the celelbal intro- 
ducer of ſouls ſhall deſcend to meet you, I will 
accompany him; for at the foot of the 
Almighty's throne Iwill beg this grace. With 
what joy thall I fee your pure and holy fouls 
riſe from this feat of corruption, from this 
region of death! and thou too Thirza, my 
dear and tender companion! when thou halt. 
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yet a little longer wept over my mouldering 
duſt, and haſt reared to virtue the infant that 
now, but begins to prattle forth its thoughts, 
thou muſt be the prey of death. What rap- 
ture ; when thy Fg quitting the cold clay, 
Hall fly into mine arms. (1 
Thus ſpoke Abel and riſing in the air, began 
to looſe ſight of the earth. As his eyes were 
taking a laſt look of the dwellings, whoſe inha- 
bitants were ſtill dear to him, he beheld his 
brother; remorſe was imprinted on his counte- 
nance: his clenched hands were held over 
his head; he ſuddenly lifted up his eyes to 
heaven, then frantic with deſpair, ſtruck, with 
repeated blows, his throbbing breaſt : he calt 
hina{elf in agony on the earth, and rolled in 
the duſt. . Tears of compaſſion burſt from the 
eyes of the happy, and he turned aſide from the 
the frightful ſcene. His heavenly. conductor 
was Joined by multitudes of angels; the tutelar 
ſpirits of the earth ſurrounded the celeſtial 
traveller: they congratulated the ſoul of Abel 
on its deliverance from ſin and death; they 
embraced him in holy rapture, and having 
elco:rted him to the confines. of the Sa 
atmoſphere, they reclined on a crimſon cloud, 
and to the ſoft lute and filver harm, joined 
the; raelody of their celeſtial voices, chanting 
e ay nd oe; rg Io 
He nies! the new. inhabitant, of heaven 
riſes to his native land. Render him homage, 
9% brilliant conſtellations, which roll in the 
imme nſity of ſpace: render homage with 
_ Gladneſs. to the fruitful earth your compa- 
nign. What glory to that opaque e e 
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have nouriſhed in its duſt, a being prepdted 
for the joys of immottality ! Glow ye fields 
vath brighteſt verdure; reflect ye hills a purer 
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He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven 
riſes to his native land. Legions of angels 
wait his arrival at the celeſtial portels. With 
what rapture will they welcome their new 
companion to the ſeats of bliſs; they will 
crown him with unfading roſes. What will 
be his tranſport, when he traverſes the flowery. 
fields of heaven; when under aromatic bowers 
of eternal verdure he joins the angelic choir 
in their ſong of praiſe; aſcribing glory, 
honour, power, and dominion, to the fource 
of happineſs, the fole principle of all good. 

Already have we celebrated the day when 
his foul deſcended from the hands of his 
Creator, and entered into its body of carth.— 
Already, feftive day ! haſt thou been celebra- 
ted, and we will fill celebrate thee. We ſaw 
his young mind improve in every virtue. It 
haſtened to maturity and ſtrength, like the 
lilly in the fpring. We have ſeen with joy, 
his . Arr. to perfections; inviſible, we 

eheld the uniformity of life, the con- 


have 
ſiſtency of his actions. We have joined in his 
devote praiſes, we have ſympathized in A 
tender forrow. His virtuoùs tears have given 
joy to the angels. Virtue was his motive and 
guide. For ever ſhall he enjoy the rewards 
r Barons Fad bode ed die 
He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes” 
to his native land. Receive him ye ſons of 
light! crown him with celeſtial roſes ! Hong 
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him whom tlie Moft High! delighteth to 
honour. Yonder like a faded flower, lies the 
duſt he hath abandoned. Parent earth, re- 


ceive in thy boſom,” again receive the pre- 


cious duſt. - Each ſpring it ſhall produce 
odoriferous flowers. Each year we will ſolem 
mize the day in which his righteous ſoul quit- 
ted the earth. Thus they ſung, then borne 
on their lucid cloud deſcended to the earth. 
Cain wandered in deſpair among the buſhes. 
He roved from place to place: but change of 
ſituation decreaſed not the horror that had 
lodged in the convulſed heart. Thus the 


traveller in vain quickens his pace; in vain 


exerts his {kill and ſtrength to avoid an irritated 


ſerpent; the reptile purſues him with his 


poiſonous breath; it encircles his limbs; it 
fixes its ſting: Where ſhall he fly from tor- 
ture? already convulſions ſeize his wounded 
breaſt, the mortal: poiſon flows to his heart. 
So Cain vainly ſtrove to fly his pain. Oh! 


that I could no more ſee the ſtreaming blood! 


he cried. I fly, but the blood follows me ſtill 


E ſtilll it runs to my feet. Where ſhall I fly 


Where? Miſerable that I am- his laſt look ? 
What have I done? the dreadful deed is the 


work of hell I already feel its tortures 4 


I. bave; with him murdered his unborn off- 
ſprng—Ah; what noiſe is that among the 
buſhes ? Why ſſighs the dead n haſte 
my feet far away from the purſuing 


far away from the dreadful fight of death: 
Drag me away ye trembling knees, ſprinkled 
with a brothers blood to hell. At theſe words 
he walked with faſt and unequal ſtepbps. 
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A black cloud alighted at his feet, from the 
midſt of which iſſued a voice, ſaying, Cam, 
where is thy brother? I know not miſerable 
me lam I my brother's keeper? anſwered 
he ſtammering. and retreating back, pale as 
the lifeleſs corple of Abel. Loud thunders 
now burlt from the cloud; the Graſs and 
buſbes blazed around him, and Michael, the 
archangel, ſtood beſore him arrayed in ter- 
ror. On his majeſtiq brow were imprinted the 
menaces of the Lord. In his right hand he 
held the forked lightening, and extended his 
leſt arm oyer the appalled ſinner. He ſpoke, 
and it again thundered. Stop, tremble! Hear 
thy ſentence. Thus faith the Lord: What 
haſt thou done ? the voice of thy brothers 
blood erieth unto me. Thou art curſt on the 
earth, «which hath drank the blood of thy 
brother, ſhed by thy hand. To thee it ſhall 
be. barren, and thou ſhalt be a vagabond on 
its ſurface. The terrified ſinner was mute and 
immoveable ;;his head bent, and his eyes fix- 
ed on the Ground, while his heart was torn 
with anguiſh, like that of the impious Atheiſt, 
when God, terrible in judgment, ſhakes the 
earth, and he fees, the protaned temples and 
the ſumptuous palaces of ſinners ſhake to 
their foundations, and fall into rums, while! 
his ears are terrified with the Groans of the? 
dying, the ſobs of Grief, and the ſhrieks c. 
deſpair. In this convulſion of nature, thick 
ſmoke and flames burſt from the cleft earth. ' 
Wild with: horror he attempts to fly. He 
ſtaggers on the tremulous Ground. He reels. 
He falls Equal terror ſhook the fratricide. 
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Ae attempts to ſpeak! but only inarticulate 
lammering came from his trembling lips, 
While dread ſtill kept his eyes fixed on the 
earth. At length he cried in a voice, which 
- poke its anguiſh : My crime is too great 
ah, much too great ever to be forgiven! Now, 
O inexorable God! Thou has curſed me on 
the earth, and Where can I hide myſelf, 
from thy preſence? - Baniſhed from ſociety 
a wagabond the firſt who meets me will flay 
me, and rid the earth of an infamous mur- 
A vengeance ſeven- fold more dreadful than 


gnawing remorſe are 
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Why did not his thunder ſtrike me to the 
depths of the earth? But his ire reſerves me 
far perpetual ſufferings——torments without 
end—Deteſted by my fellow creatures:—All 
nature abhors me—l1 abhor my ſelf—already 
the attendants on guilt haunt me; ſhame, re- 
morſe, deſpair. Shut out from human 
ſociety, baniſhed from God, I ſhall while on 
_ earth, "feel the torments of Hell—I-feel them 
now. Curſed be thou, O arm, which ſo haſtily 
executed the impulſes of paſſion, mayeſt thou 
wither on my body like the blighted limb of 
a tree! Curſed be the hour when a dream 
from hell deceived me! and thou, infernal 
fiend, who ſuggeſted it. Where art thou now ? 
that I may curſe thee! Art thou returned to 
Hell? mayeſt thou there fuffer inceſſant] 
what I now feel! Nothing worſe: can I wiſh = 
thee. This is your triumph, ye ſpirits of dark- 
neſs! Gaze on, ye devils, and wonder at my 
miſery, 1 with agony he ſat down on the 
trunk of a fallen tree, and remained without 
ſtrength or voice motionleſs as dead. Then 
ſtarting cried, Ha, what noiſe 5 * Nit is 
the voice of murdered Abel. * 
I fee his ſtteaming blood! O my 4 er! my 
brother! in pity to my inexpreſſible 1 
ceaſe to haunt me. He now continued ſitting 
in ſpeechleſs agony, Ea e burtng'from 
his tortured 239 5 6 id 
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1d-the 97 miſt that hovers over yonder 
eld ; how c heal the appearance of the 
country; let us walk on, Adam, amid the 
dew, till the hour of labour calls thee to the 
field, and me to our dwelling. O my beloved, 
the earth is ſtill lovely; ſee Adam how all the 
creatures rejoice, each buſh, each eminence 
pours forth their melody; the beaſts too, how 
they friſk and bound, and chaſe each each 
other ; with what gaiety and life do they: arb. 
come the morning rays. 

Adam anſwered, yes my love, the earth is 
till beautiful; it ſtill bears marks of the pre- 
ſence of God, and of his infinite Goodneſs, 
which our folly and ingratitude have not. yet 
been able to exhauſt. Ves, his mercy, his 
munificence, which excced the powerof words 
to expreſs, are too great for the rejoiced heart 
to conceive. Let us haſten Eve, through theſe 
flowery fields to the ſmiling paſtures, where 
Abel feeds his flock ; perhaps we may ſind 
that amiable, that dutiful ſon, chanting his 
morning hymn, and in de vout e bes 
His. Creator. 15 
—4 Dear Adam, Fein Show Jet us firſt go to 
ele, Cain. I have in this baſket xe. ght 

a for. my eldeſt-born. I have culled 
0 ome of the beſt, of my figs, and. a few 
bunches of dried grapes. They will be an 
agreeable, refreſhment for him, When at mid- 
day he retires tg/the ſhade, faint and fatigued 
Rk; lat our. Let us go to him; firſt, my ſpouſe, 
for fain would Jeraſe from his mind, the idea 
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© How attentive; my deareſt, is thy tenderneſs, 
replied Adam; I will accompany thee with 
joy to the fields of Cain; let us carry him thy 
preſent; that he may not ſay all our concern 
and love are laviſhed on Abel. May the ſere- 
nity of this delightful morn diſpoſe his heart 
to the impreſlions of tenderneſs. They now 
redoubled their pace, and walked towards the 
open country. How ef as the 
was going on, how happy ſhould I think my- 
ſelf, if, when nature thus ſmiles, and awakens 
every ſentiment of tenderneſs and joy, our 
firſt-born receives us with . affection, if his 


heart is open to the ſoft ſenſations of filial ' 


love. | 
They now came from behind ſome buſhes. 
Eve walking a little before, when ſuddenly 
ſtepping back the cried, with a tremulous 
voice, who les there? Adam who hes there? 
he lieth not like one afleep—his face is on the 
Ground. Theſe Golden locks are Abel's— 
Adam why 'doltremble?--Abel, Abel awake-- 
awake my-ſon—turn to me thy face; turn to 
me thy face ;—awake, ah awake. dear ſon, 
from a ſheep that freezes me with terror! 
They approach nearer; What do I fee cried 


Adam, trembling and retiring back. Blood! 
blood trickling from his temples ! His head 3s, 
covered with blood O Abel, O my fon !=- 


my ſon !=—-my dear ſon! cried Eve, lifting up 
his arm ſtiffened by death; then ſunk pale as 


the object ſhe lamented, on Adam's throbbing. 
breaſt Horror and Grief deprived them both ' 
of ydice, when Cain, fraftic- with defpair, 
came without deſign to the place Where a7 
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the dend body of his brother, and ſeeing near 
the corpſe, his father motionleſs; and his mo- 
ther pale and lifeleſs in his arms, he-cried out 
trembling, He is dead !— killed him curs d 
be the hour, O father of men, when thou be- 
patteſt me! and thou woman, curs'd be the 
inſtant when thou broughteſt me forth He 
is dead 1-1 killed him ! repeated he and fled. 
Two lovers, united by a fenſe of their mutu- 
al perfections, enjoying ſweet converſe, fat near 
each other; a- tempeſt ſuddenly ariſes; the 
Jabtle lightenings dart, the blue flame quivers 
over their heads. Each ſtrives to ſucour each 


Aualas! in vain; embracing ſtill, they living 


ſeem, though void of life. Thus our firſt parents 
fat pale a ſilent, without ſign of life, except 
an Antvertal trembling. Adam firſt recovered 
from his lethar upid grief; Where am 
Ip he cried in broken — How I trem- 
ble! My God, my God Ah there he lies! 
wretched father What horror ſhakes 
my ſoul; how can I ſupport the dreadful 
thought His brother killed him !—he has 
eurſed us. O Abel, O my ſonl my veins are 
"chilled ; my blood runs cold. Ah miſerable 
arent! one ſon has curfed thee; the ather lies 
efore thee embrued — . What 
Ke what torments have I brought upon 
myſbif, and on my wretched offspring. And 
eu too Eve, awakeſt not; How my terrors 
"AY enereaſe; art _— 8 — _ 

the prey to anguiſh? Vet an 

bu delslaulon 1 adore thy decrees I revere thy 
juſtice, I am a finner-/An icy. coltdneſsmfſinu- 


tes zitſelf into my beating > heart, My 175 
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fail. O death, why delayeſt thou? O 1051 


O my dear ſon! He then again caſt a 
on the body; the tears flowed down his vene- 

rable face, and with them ran down-the cold 
fweat. Thou at laſt awakeſt, dear Eve, he 
continued: but alas! to what inexpreſſible 
tortures doſt thou ks) Ah what diſtreſs is 
ſeen in thy weeping eyes, dear rene ot 
my miſery. 

Adam, replied Eve, in a fearful accent, is 
the murderer gone? The voice of curſing 
thunders no more I no longer hexr the voice 
of his curling. Curſe me—ms# alone, barba- 
rous fraticide, I was the firſt ſinner. O m 
child? my child 0 Abel, my deareſt ſon? 
She now funk from the arms of Adam on the 
dead. My ſon—my ſon, ſhe cried, ſpeaking 
to the inſenſible clay: thine eyes are fixed; 

no more they turn on me.— Awake, awake — 
Alas I call in vain: he is dead That is death 
_ death with which we were threatened 
hen curſed by God after the fall. O inſuf- 
my huſpand Apouſe beloved and dear? thy 
tears rend my heart. It was I that ſeduced 
thee. Of me—of me, O weeping father de- 
matid thy ſon's blood. Of me your brother, 
my — children eee eurſe, mur- 
derer of brothers ? but ſpare your father 
-I-was the firſt ſinner? O my. ſon? Lon? 
thy blood riſes againſt me Pit 1 
unhappy pdrefit?) F Thus lanented the —_— 
ol the human race, while: 1 tears: cee 
es | i Mts I iin 
22 ID IL It x iff * Adam 
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Adam caſt on his wiſe, looks full of ten- 
derneſs and Grief: Dear Eve, ſaid he, What 
exquiſite pangs thou giveſt my burſting heart ? 
Ceaſe, I intreat thee; ceaſe thus to torment 
me ? I conjure thee, by our miſeries, by our 
tender love, I conjure thee, to ceaſe thus re- 
roaching thyſelf? We both have ſinned, we 
th are guilty: The bitter conſequences of 
our crimes are but too lad remembrancers of 
our ingratitude and folly. But the Almighty, 
whom we have offended, the God who chal- 
tiſes us, {till regards with a pitying eye.—Yes, 
my God ? we are yet allowed. to ſupplicate 
thee in our diſtreſs. Thou haſt not utterly 
deſtroyed the ſinner. We yet live, Eve, and 
our ſouls are out of the reach of death. It 
can only {trip us of this body, ſubject to pain 
and Grief, Our. immortal ſouls will, if we are 
virtuous, triumph over death, and enjoy per- 
manent felicity in the realms of happineſs and 
Glory, where we ſhall behold the light of 
God's countenance, and inceflantly praiſe him 
to.alFeternity. This, my beloved;-ought to 
be our great conſolation; but—his-murderer- 
is his brother. Ahl my firſt-born killed his 

brother.. 1 Is td var He 
Yes, dear fon! cried Eve, her tears ſtill 
flowing: death has delivered thee from ſoli- 
tude, Pain, and Grief. Thou art no more ex- 
poſed to ſuffer. We ſhould wiſh to follow 
thee. Alas, we mult ſtill endure tribulation 
and inquietudes, from which thou art now 
exempt. But can I ceaſe to weep, while I re- 
member thy virtue, thy piety, thy filial love? 
O Adam, what a fight of horror is that pre- 
| cious 


— 
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cious body ! Where are thoſe ſmiles, the ſweet 
emanations of filial tenderneſs, that uſed to be 
ſeen on his countenance ? how faded; how 
livid are his bloody cheeks! We ſhall no more 
hear from thole lips ſeraphic harmony! no 
more have our fouls — 2 to God by his 
angelic converſe! no more will they expreſs 
the endearing ſenſations of his heart !—Thoſe 
eyes, now fixed in death, with what delight 
and tranſport have I ſeen them ſhed tears of 
joy, when I have given him ſigns of the love 
the inexpreſſible love that warmed my heart, 
charmed with his ſpotleſs virtue : Ah my ſon! 
thy weeping mother muſt forever deplore thy | 
death. O fin, ſin; dreadful are thy inroads ! 
what hideous forms doſt thou aſſume! Abel 
dear Abel!—I thy mother, thine unhappy — 
mother - exquiſite woe !—am alſo the mother 
of the murderer Here her ſpeech again fail- 
ing, ſhe remained motionleſs upon the cold 
corpſe, void of ſenſation. When Adam, with | 
a deep ſigh, cried how am I abandoned! All 
around me is a gloomy deſart. Nature ſeems | 
to have changed her face. No longer ſhe 
ſeems to ſmile on me. Alas he is dead !—he | 
who filled my life with ſoft conſolation, ſweet _ | 
pleaſure, and gladdening hope, 1s no more! 
dear Abel! is it true that thou art dead 
Is it can it be true that it was Cain — that 4 
horror of nature; who—O God ! thou- be- I 
holdeſt our deſolation. O pardon—pardon' 
our lamentations! 1 e us that we he 
mourning in the duſt like a worm (and what 


3 — — - «ͥ —— © Das” Ee. I _ 424 4 — 


are we more in thy ſight?) like the trampled 
; a ; re cod worm | 
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worm half cruſhed by the heedleſs foot of the 
pallenger. | OT Pr 
Adam now ſtood pale and ſilent, as the 
ſtatute of grief on a molly tomb, ſurrounded 
with funeral cypreſs. At length he turned 
to the dead body of his murdered ſon, and 
ſtooping to Eve, he gently withdrew her fee- 
ble hand from the corpſe, and preſſed it with 
ardour to his breaſt. Eve, my dear compa- 
nion, awake, {aid he, hanging over her: awake, 
dear ſpouſe, awake. Turn thy looks on me! 
Ceaſe to waſh with tears the inſenſible duſt. 
Sink not thus under the weight of grief. Has 
thy ſorrow for thy ſon ſtifled all thy tender- 
neſs, all concern for me, thine huſband ? Turn, 
dear ſpouſe, turn thy looks on me! It is juſt 
that we ſhould feel, keenly feel our loſs: that 
the horrors of death ſhould terrify. us. That 
we ſhould mourn the fatal conſequences of 
ſin : but to be thus overcome by grief: thus 
overpowered by dejection, is criminal. It is 
as if we reproached Eternal Juſtice, as puniſh- 
ing with too much ſeverity. O Eve, give not 
way to this culpable deſpair, , leſt Divine 
Mercy, irritated by our obſtinacy, ſhould 
deem us unworthy of conſolation. Eve imme- 
diately turned her face from the body towards 
Adam, and raiſing her humid Eyes towards 
Heaven, ſaid, forgive, O God ! forgive my 
y_ ; pardon my tears. Do you, my deareſt 
pouſe, my love, my life, forgive my ſorrow ! 
my diſtreſs is beyond all words! yet thou {till 
loveſt me—me who {ſeduced thee to commit 
the. crime we now deplore.——Thou hateſt 
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me not, tho this frightful murder of one Noa 
| | thy 
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thy ſons by the other, 1s the reſult of my 
tranſgreſſion. Ah Adam! let me weep in 
thine arms, let me once more weep on my 
child's body, and mingle my tears with his 
blood: She then preſſed her face, bedewed 
with tears, on Adam's hand. 3 

Thus grieved and lamented the parents of 
the human race over the firſt dead; when 
Adam, caſting his dejected eyes around, be- 
held at a diſtance one of the celeſtial meſſen- 
gers; the fragrant flowers which ſprung up 
at each ſtep, indicated the light veſtiges of his 
feet. His ſerene brow announced peace: 
conſolation, amity and affection ſmiled on his 
lips and cheeks : and the {weetneſs of his eyes 
ſpoke ſympathizing complacency. A white 
veſture, brighter than the clouds which ſur- 
round the nocturnal planet, fluttered in waving 
folds on his beauteous form. The angel ad- 
vanced towards them, while his preſence 
ſeemed to enliven with freſher verdure the 
ſmiling country: Eve, faid the father of men, 
raiſe thine eyes, dry up thy tears, ſuppreſs 
thy ſighs, behold! one of the children of 
Heaven 1s coming to comfort us. See, with 
what benignity he approaches ! Already my 
heart has loſt a part of the oppreſſive load 
under which it groaned. I acquieſce, O my 
God ! in thine appointments: I adore thy 
judgments: with gratitude and love I acknow- 
ledge thy mercies. Weep no more, Eve. Riſe, 
let us meet the friendly N 

Eve, ſupported by her 2 aroſe, and 
the bright ſpirit ſtood before them. He re- 
garded with nt” the firſt prey of * Tg 

- "Ex | 2ut 
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but ſoon turned his eyes on Adam and Eve, 
whole faces now reflected the luminous bright- 
neſs of the angel: and in a ſweet and harma- 
nious voice, ſaid, Be bleſt, O ye who are 
weeping over the ſpoils of death in your ſon! 
May ye be bleſt ! The Moſt High hath per- 
mitted me to viſit you in your affliction.— 
Among the angels who are commiſſioned to 
watch over and guard the inhabitants of this 
earth, none loved Abel more than I. I was 
conſtantly near him, when the orders of the 
Eternal did not oblige me to be abſent. 
When his exalted ſoul, enflamed with the 
love of virtue, vented his rapturous ſenſations. 
in tears of holy joy, or in devout hymns, 
which the tutelar ſpirits diſdained not to ling 
in their concerts, I inſpired him with ſuch 
ideas of his future felicity, as it Was poſſible 
he could be ſuſceptible of while united to his 
duſt. Weep not for him; mourn not for him, 
like the children of deſpair. He is happy. 
His immortal foul ſuryives. Let this ſoften 
your grief. Death has only detached it from 
Aa ft optic frail body. Without interruption 
or incumbrance, he now enjoys whatever can 
delight a wiſe and good being. His happineſs 
fax exceeds all you can imagine, while you only 
ſee, through the dark medium of the ſenſes. 
He KD the angels and archangels before 
the throne; of God Let weep, my friends, 
he well deſerved your love. Lament your 
loſs; but let this unſpeakable gain dry up your 
tears. Vou are not ſeparated for ever. Soon 
{ſhall the angel of death viſit you alſo - ſoon 
will you be united to your beloved ſon; to 
FF, ] Ä 
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part no more. The pale king of terrors will 
aſſume to each of you a different form; but 
you will receive him as becomes the candi- 
dates for future happineſs, and welcome him 
as a friend long expected. Liſten, O Adam, 
to the order of thy God. Reſtore this cor- 
ruptible body to its origin, the duſt : dig a 
pit, cover it with carth. Thus ſpoke the angel, 
while benevolence and pity appeared in every 
look, and every geſture. Delolation fled. 
Deſpair was no more. | 
Adam, whole foul was calmed and revived 
by noble and elevated ſentiments, viewing 
the dazzling luſtre of the angel, as he withdrew, 
ſaid, accept our grateful thanks, celeſtial 
friend? Praiſed, praiſed for ever be thy name, 
O God Moit High; thy loving kindneſs, thy 
tender mercies are not withdrawn from the 
{inner. Thou with compaſſion doſt behold 
our diſtreſs ; thou commandeſt thine angels 
to enlighten our ſouls, and bring us comfort. 
No longer will we mourn in the dult—no 
longer will we deſpair like the ſpirits of dark- 
neſs, who are banithed from thine all-enhiving 
1 We are ſtill ſurrounded by thy 
ounties: ſtill permitted to praiſe thee, to 
ſupplicate thy favour, to adore thy wiſdom, 
to celebrate thy goodneſs. Thus enobled, 
ſhall we repine and murmur at thy diſpenfa- 
tions, if the thorns and briars of affliction are 
ſcattered in the way of our pilgrimage, to the 
_ boſom of our father to the dwelling of God! 
We cannot indeed entirely reſtrain our tears 
for the unhappy deceaſed : we mult regret 
his being thus ſuddenly ſnatched from our 
ö e embraces : 
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embraces: but alas the unhappy criminal 
_ ought rather to be the object of our grief, the 
ſubject of our moſt earneſt prayers. O God, 
what an alleviation would it be to.our ſorrows, 
if we dared to hope that thy mercy would 
not caſt him off for ever. O my maker, he 
unhappy,—he miſerable, is the firſt fruit of 
my loins, the firſt whom Eve brought forth 
with pain. Let us not ceaſe, my deareſt 
ſpouſe, to implore the tender mercies of God 
or him. We will not doubt his loving kind- 
neſs; we ourſelves were linners; we were un- 
worthy of his infinite grace; yet he has 
encouraged us to c6nfide in his promiſes. 
When all trembling we expected eternal chaſ- 
tiſc ment, little did we hope for mercy. But 
let us not defer to execute the command of 
the Lord. I will carry this dear body to our 
dwelling, and there commit the precious duſt 
40 the earth. | «Yor 
O Adam, O my love, returned Eve, my 
ſoul emerges from overwhelming ſorrow ; con- 
ſcious of my own weakneſs, I ſupport myſelf 
by thy ſtrength, as the flexible ivy clings to 
the firm oak. | HET 
Adam now, by the aſſiſtance of his weeping 
{pouſe, lifted the corpſe on his ſhoulders, and 
lighing under the fad burthen, flowly moved 
towards the dwelling, while Eve walked 
weeping by his fide. 


THE 
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BOOK V. 


OW Thirza, whoſe ſleep had been di- 
ſturbed by terrifying viſions, opened 
her eyes to the bright luminary of day, and 

[Oey quitted her bed. So leaps u 

the affrighted traveller, who, when ſpent wit 
fatigue, had laid himſelf down under the 
ſhelter of a rock, when a terrifying dream, 
ſuggeſted by his guardian angel, repreſents 
to him the rock falling over him: trembling 
he haſtens from the dangerous ſpot ; an in- 
{tant after the huge maſs falls with hideous 
noiſe. He ſeeks the companion of his toil- 
{ome journey: but alas, he is cruſhed under 
the Tuins. . Not leſs agitated was the wife of 
Abel; what frightful images have paſſed be- 
fore me while I ſlept! they reſemble nothing 
in nature. Welcome chearful light, thou halt 
icattered them. Hail we glowing flowers, 
ſweet objects of my attentive care, your vari- 
ous odours, which the morning ſun draws 
forth, will refreſh my fatigued brain: and ye 
joyous inhabitants of the air, your ſoft wage” | 
will 
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will re-eſtabliſh ſerenity in my foul. I will 
join your morning ſong. Iwill join, with re- 
animated nature, in praiſes to the Moſt High. 
Creator Almighty, my ſoul overpowered by 
thy Goodneſs, can but imperfectly expreſs the 
immenſity of thy benefits, and the extent of 
its Gratitude, Thy ever-waking providence 
guards thy creatures, when covered by the 
veil of night, ſleep weighs down their eye- 
lids. May my grateful thanks ariſe to thee, 
O God, accept from a feeble worm the tri- 
bute of praiſe. EL 2. e Soto: 
She now left the dwelling, and walked 
among the open flowers; whoſe firſt ſweets 
were diffuſed by the morning breeze. My 
heart ſtill throbs ſaid ſhe, ſtill anxiety is lodg- 
ed in my breaſt. What means — unuſual 
fears? an interior trembling ſeems to ſhake 
my very ſoul. My mind 1s darkened like 
the heavens, when black clouds ſpread thro' 
the expanſe. Where art thou Abel? where 
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heart 1s . ere with ſad apprehenſions, 
which the ſerenity of this delightful morning 
is not able to diſperſe. But though the bloom- 
ing day, though the ſmiles of nature, cannot 
diſpel my fears, I ſhall loſe them in the glad- 
dening preſence of my huſband ; I therefore 
run to caſt myſelf in his arms. 


The ſpouſe of Cain replied with a ſigh, 


happy ſiſter; alas, I have no ſuch ſweet re- 
ſource, I ſhould be loſt to all conſolation, were 
1t not for a father who loves, and a tender 
mother to whom I am dear: ere it not for 
thee,my kind ſiſter, and thine amiable huſband, 
Yes, with you l loſe part of the woe that Cain's 
diſcontent heaps on my head. 'To him, un- 
happy, all the beauties of nature are ſources 
of melancholy, and he continually regrets the 
labour which his fertile fields fo abundantl 


repay. But, my deareſt Thirza, above all 


I lament his unkind and cauſeleſs diſhke to 
our gentle brother. Mahala now melted into 


tears. Thirza wept alſo, and tenderly em- 


bracing her, replied, penetrated by the ſame 
idea, Abel and I oe many anxious hours in 
bewailing his inveterate hatred. Our reſource 
is the hand of heaven; often, in ſleepleſs 
Nights, we ſend our molt fervent petitions to 
God, that a beam of his grace may diſperſe 
the dark clouds from his breaſt ; that every 
baneful weed may be rooted out from his 
heart, leſt they choak all principles of huma- 
' nity and virtue. Ah, my ſiſter, was thy huſ- 
band kind and gentle, again would pleaſure 
bleſs our dwellings; and we ſhould no longer 


with pain behold the brow of our venerable 
R father 
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father wrinkled by care, nor the eyes of our 
fond mother ſwelled with weeping. 
- Mahala, ſtill in tears, anſwered, This, this is 
the ſubject of my inceſſant prayers. When 
the earth is covered with darkneſs, while all 
nature is huſhed, I bewail in filence the harſh 
obduracy of my ſpouſe, and pray to the Lord 
to ſoften his heart. Sometimes the agony of 
my ſoul burſts forth in ſpite of myſelf, in fobs 
and groans. Then he awakes, and in a terri- 


Tying voice, accuſes me of depriving him of 


ſleep, the only good he enjoys on this wretched 
earth, ſo ſeverely accurſed by the Almighty. 
avenger of ſin. My deareſt filter, this too is 
the employment of my mind, while my hands 
are buſted in domeſtic labour. My innocent 
children playing around me, obſerve my tears, 
and demand, with infantine careſſes, why _ 
I weep? Ah Thirza, Thirza, Fam faded with 
grief, like a young flower, when the thick 
branches of ſome neighbouring tree, intercept 
from it the ſun's all-chearing rays. My un- 
Happy huſband, this very day, left our dwel- 
ling before the dawn; his looks were terrible; 
never did I-ſee ſo dark a gloom on his coun- 
4enance. : Anger {laſhed Fods has eyes; his 
brows were knit by rage. Frozen with horror, 
I heard him as he went forth curſe the hour 
of his birth. This, my ſiſter, was his falute to 
1o fine a morning. Tis true I have not loſt all 
hope; for ſometimes (and thou thyſelf haſt 
oblerved it) his virtue breaks through the 
gloom, and his mind his open to the ſoft ſen- 
lations of ſocial love. Then he acknowledges 
that he has injured us, aſks nn = 
OG ö ſceks 
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ſeeks reconciliation. But alas, too ſoon the light 
withdraws; as in the tempeſtuous days of 
winter, the ſun darts a cheering ray, and is 
inſtantly hid from our eyes by the 29 
clouds. Let us hope Thirza, that as mil 
fpring reſtores light and joy to all nature, ſo 
the heart of -my unhappy huſband may be 
reſtored to light and peace. For this we will 
inceſſantly petition heaven. I have always 
nouriſhed this in the bottom of my heart. 
Thus ſpake Mahala, when Thirza, pale and 
trembling, cried, What maurntul ſound is that? 
it comes from yonder trees is it not the cry 
of pain from yonder trees -O my ſiſter! 
Mahala—alas it comes nearer—O my God |— 
Thirza was now ſinking to the ground, but 
her ſiſter ſupported her in her arms. 

Adam, with tottering ſteps, was coming 
from behind the trees, bending under the ſa 
load of his ſon's lifeleſs body. Eve walked 
by his ide ; ſometimes ſhe turned her face, 
faded by grief, towards the bloody corpſe: 
then hid it under her hair, dropping with her. 
tears. 63] il 

Thirza, continued pale and motionleſs in 
the arms of Mahala, who herſelf was ready to 
ſink under the weight of her ſhe endeavoured 


to ſuſtain. Thus three amiable virgins,” (but 


none ever felt ſuck fond affection) in a ſum- 


mer's eve walk, hand in hand, over the 


variegated fields. Sudden the thunder roars, 
the rapid lightening tears the earth under their 
feet: terrifyed they fall: but ſoon recover- 
ing fromi their ſurpriſe, two of them riſe, the 
third a einder. The ſurvivors are ſtruck with 
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neue Bortor, more dreadful that that cauſed 
Rene 


This was the ſituation of the two daughters 
of Adam, when a little recovering, they be- 
held the corpſe of him they loved. The 
afflicted father had laid it on the graſs, and 
was ſupporting in his arms his fainting wife, 
who,” weakened by grief, was falling to the 
earth. Where am I! cried Thirza? O my 
God: where am I—How he lies? Abel 
Why did I awake? hateful light—Ah unhap- 
py t at I m—Mahala! ah me, miſerable !— 
ee, Tee my ſiſter, he lies dead! ſight horrible! 
why didI awake? © 
- Thirza, cried Mahala, in a tremulous voice: 
let us not give way to vain terrors—to me 
to me alſo the idea is dreadful as the forked 
lightening——Ah, ſhe again faints—awake 
Thirza, awake—let us go to him. He is not 
dead: Thy voice, thine embraces; will rouſe 
hin from neeß. 1 wont Hogs 
After theſe words, the two liſters, leaning 
on each other, dragged their enfeebled limbs 
towards the body. Oh, my father, O my 
mother how they weep What dreadful 
terrors ſeize me, cried Thirza, as ſhe ap- 
proached near the corpſe. Abel! dearell 
Abel!—my beloved !—my joy - my life !— 
my huſband !—awake. Ah unutterable woe 
he awakes not Abel! hear my plaintive 


cries, the Groans of thy diſtreſſed wife She 
then caſt herſelf on the body, to embrace it 
With extended arms; but at the fight of the 

| Blood, and fatal wound, ſhe giving a terrify- 
ing ſhriek, fell on the earth without voice, 
W wen 
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motion, or ſign of life; pale and cold as him 
ſhe mourned. Deſpair was ſeen in her open 
and fixed eyes. Near her ſat on the earth 
Mahala, diſſolved in tears: wringing her 
hands, ſhe ſometimes raiſed her weeping eyes 
to heaven: ſometimes ſhe fixed them with 
cager attention on the. bloody corpſe. 
Adam, whoſe deep Grief was augmented 
by the ſorrow of his 3 eſlayed to con- 
ſole them; O my dear children! O Thirza! 
O Mahala! ſaid he; would to God my anguiſh 
could keep from pain the hearts of thofe I 
love: but my beloved, hear me; liſten to the 
ſoft voice of conſolation. While Eve and I 
were weeping over this dear body, an angel, 
replete in beauty, came to us. He was com- 
miſſioned from the Moſt High to ſoothe our 
ſorrows. Weep not, ſaid he; be comforted. 
He whom you lament, ſtill exiſts. He has 
only left this frail covering of duſt. Diſen- 
gaged from a mortal body, his ſoul is more 
appy than ye can conceive, while your ſouls 
are enveloped in this earthly covering. Ye 
are not ſeparated forever: in a little time ye 
ſhall be re-united, ye ſhall: enjoy with him 
torrents of delight, of which your groſs ſenſes 
can give you no idea. Let us not, my Thir- 
za—let us not Mahala, prophane the funeral 
of the happy by our inconſolable lamenta- 
e us not offend the Almighty by our 
PSF bir . xr af ie 
 Thirza-ſtill remained without ſenſe or mo- 
tion, while the wife of Cain, elevating; her. 
joined hands above her head, thus expreſſed 
her Grief, O.my father! why, do you blame 
On 7 5 5 wa Our. 
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our tears? Can, we forbear to weep, Can We 
forbear to lament, while he lies before our 
eyes extended, cold and dead? O thou our 
conſolation! our joy! O Abel! thou art loſt 
to us, and our ſweeteſt employment will be 
to weep for thee till the hour of death, Yes 
thou art in poſſeſſion of never-ending Glory! 
thou enjoyeſt that beatitude after which thy 
holy ſoul ſo ardently panted , thou wilt for- 
ever join with the angels in their ſongs of 
praiſe to the Moſt High, we too hope to par- 
take of thy felicity, when our All-merciful 
God ſhall call us from our ſad exile, this houſe 
of ſorrow, rendered more deſolate by thy loſs, 
Ah, Abel, ah, my brother! thou art loſt to 
us, and our {weeteſt employment will. be to 
weep for thee till the wiſh'd-for hour of death. 
Where wert thou, Cain, my ſpouſe ? where 
wert thou, when thy brother died? Hadſt 
thou even then given him the fratexnal em- 
brace, and ſought his forgiveneſs, with what 
affection would he have caſt his weak arms 
around thee ! though expiring, he would have 
bleſt thee, and implared.for thee the divine 
conſolations with his dying. lips. What a 
ſweet relief would his remembrance: have 
been to thy forrows! How would it have ſof- 
tened the Griels of thy future days! But—O 
my mother !\—what new woe makes thine 
eyes aſtteam !—O my father ſpeak—ſpeak, I 
Fonure thee—Why this horror in thy coun- 
tenance No anſ{wer!—O my. tortured heart! 
—Where—ſay where, O my father - ſay, O 
my mother! where is Cain, my hulþ 1 a 
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Eve rephed, O my child! who knows 
where? purſued by divine vengeance—Ah 
my God !—the unhappy—but what do I lay? 
I tremble to ſpeak 1it—he—he—ah me, unhap- 
py mother! Hornd——qeteſtable ideas, tear 
not thus my wretched bolom ! Ah miſerable 
parent that I am ! Why —he—ah my mother! 
interrupted Mahala, ſpare me not—ſpare me 
not, O my mother! On me—on me let the 
tempeſt fall—I am already cruſhed ; already 
torn by frightful apprehenſions. Cain—O 
Heavens ! Cain has—killed him! cried Eve. 
Ah Mahala! Ah Thirza! Cain killed him! 
Her exceſſive Grief then took from her the 
power of ſpeech. . 
Mahala was ſtruck mute with terror. Her 
immoveable eyes ſhed no tears. The cold 
ſweat trickled down her pale face, and her 
trembling lips were diſcoloured. At length 
ſhe cried out in agony, He kill Abel !— Cain, 
my huſband, kill his brother Where art 
thou fratricide? where? O Where has thy 
gut puriued thee? has the thunder of the 
Almighty God avenged thy brother? Doſt 
thou ceaſe to exiſt ? Where art thou moſt 
miſerable? To what country of deſpair art 
thou fled, followed by the curſe of God; 
Thus raved Mahala, tearing her hair. 
Barbarous fratficide, vile murderer! ex- 
claimed Thirza; how couldeſt thou Kill ſo 
kind a brother: who, doubtleſs, when ex- 
piring under the mortal blow given by thy 
cruel hand, regarded thee with eyes full of 
love? Ah Cain, curſt—curſtbe—O my lifter, 
O Thirza, cried Mabala, interrupting uy, 
| - "Cure 
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curſe him not, he is thy brother, he is my 
huſband! Rather for him let us implore the 
mercies of God. I am ſure, when falling in 
his blood, the holy victim of his fury caſt on 
him an eye of compaſſion, and I doubt not 
but he now intercedes for him at the eternal 
throne. Let our prayers aſcend from the 
duſt and join thoſe of the happy. O curſe 
him not; Thirza curſe not thy brother. 
Whither does the exceſs of my Grief tranſ- 
port me? anſwered Thirza, I did not curſe 
im, my filter, I have not curſed the unhap- 
Py. Then reclining on the corpſe, ſhe kiſſed 
the blood-beſprinkled cheeks, the cold and 
livid lips. She remained long filent, indulg- 
ing frmtleſs ſorrows. At length ſhe cried 
- with a faint and interrupted voice, Would to 
God my beloved, I had at thy death, kiſſed 
thy quivering lips; heard the laſt expreſſions 
of thy love; ſeen the laſt tender look, and re- 
ceived thy laſt embrace! Oh that I had then 
expired within thy arms !—but alas, I am left 
a prey to unutterable ſorrow. Every object 
that uſed to inſpire delight, will now increaſe 
my woes. Ye ſhady bowers, ye are now de- 

_ folate, ye can now only inſpire me with ter- 
ror : J ſhall think you aſk for him, who in 
your fragrant retreats, was wont to embrace 
me in tender rapture. The murmuring foun- 
tains will enquire; what is become of my be- 
loved; left forlorn I can no more taſte of joy. 
The ſhades, the ſtreams, the hills, the plains 
alike to me are hateful.- Alas! no more I ſec 
with fond delight, him that made all things 
lovely. I fhall indeed ſtill behold him; but 
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oh, diſtreſſing object, I ſhall behold theſe wan 
cheeks, theſe fixed and fightleſs eyes, this 
clotted blood; this dreadful wound. Flow, 
flow my tears, forever on this pale face. What 
dignity once appeared on this faded counte- 
nance? the charms of ſoft perſuaſion dwelt 
on theſe cold and ſtiffened lips. Every beauty, 
every Grace ſhone in his lovely form : but 
his ſoul too pure, too holy to converſe with 
mortals, to converſe with me; is fled for ever! 
Stream my eyes, ſtream without ceaſing on 
this withered corpſe, till my longing foul 
leaves its duſt with his. N 
Thus lamented Thirza, while her tears ran 
on the ſenſeleſs body. Eve's Grief was en- 
creaſed bv the ſorrow of her daughters. My 
deareit children ſhe cried; ceaſe, I entreat 
you, ceaſe thus to tear my heart! Your, tears, 
your ſighs and Groans, augment my miſeries; 
they are to me the moſt cutting reproaches. 
"Tis I; 'tis 1 that have filled the ſouls of thoſe 
I love with anguiſh ! My. folly, my guilt has 
undone us all; I alas, introduced fin and death! 
Forgive me, O my children! forgive your at- 
flicted mother! I conjure you by the pangs I 
ſuffered to bring you into the world, to for- 
give me ! Ceaſe to tear my heart by your im- 
moderate ſorrow. - Mahala and Thirza ran to 
her, and with looks of duteous affection, ſaid, 
O our mother, our deareſt mother, who 
broughteſt us forth with pain, whoſe kind cares 
guarded us in our infancy, aggravate not our 
diſtreſs by thy deſpair. We meant not by 
our complaints to reproach thee, our dear, 
our tender mother. . love, we reverence, 
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we honour thee, but we cannot command our 
Griet: it will burſt from our boſoms and eyes 
in ſighs and tears. How can we. reſtrain tlicſe 
expreſſions of a love the molt tender! they 
are the voice of nature. 

They Wall clapſed their mother's knees, 
while their weeping eyes were tenderly fixed 
on her's, when Adam ſaid, O my beloved! 


let us no longer defer reſtoring this precious 
duſt to the earth as the Lord our God hath 
commanded. The lenient hand of time will 
abate our, Grief and dry our tears. Victorious 
reaſon will teach us to conquer this unavailing 
ſorrow. We ſhall long, ardently long to par- 
take of his happineſs, as the bride wiſhes for 
the day that is to unite her to her beloved. 
Yes, commit this dear body to its parent earth, 
rephed Thirza, turning her pale and faded 
face to Adam; but ſuffer me, O my father, 
to weep alittle longer ere it 1s hid for ever, in 
the dear, the precious duſt! ſuffer me once 
more to preſs the cold clay to my breaſt. At 
theſe words ſhe threw herſelf, with extended 
e, PoE: 
Adam now began to dig a pit in the earth, 
while Eve and Mahala ſtood weeping near 
him. When the Golden-hair'd Eliel, and lit- 
tle Joſiah, Cain's two infant ſons, approached 
hand in hand to the ſpot where lay the body. 
Brother ſoſiah, ſaid Eliel, who's that that ſobs 
To loud? Let's go nearer brother. Ah, that's 
Abel? tis Abel our uncle; how pale he is; — 
his hair is all bloody; he lies like a lamb go- 
ing to be burnt on the altar. My dear Eliel, 
replied Joſiah, ſee how. Thirza weeps for 8 5 
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te don't mind her tears, he don't look at her; 
1 tremble—1 am frighted—Let us run to our 
mother. See, ſee, ſhe weeps too. He now 
haſtened to Mahala, on the other ſide of the 
Grave, and clinging about her, ſaid, O mother, 
why do you weep? why does Abel he there? 
why 1s he all bloody, like a lamb for the ſa- 
crifice ? Mahala tenderly embraced. the in- 
fants, while her tears ran on their little heads, 
and ſaid, my dear children, Death hath taken 
his foul from the body. It is carried up to 
heaven to dwell there with God and his an- 
els, where it will be for ever happy. Then 
be will wake no more, replied Eliel, burſting 
into tears; he will never awake. He that 
loved us ſo dearly, and uſed to ſet us on his 
knee, and tell Joſiah and me ſuch fine ſtories 
about God, the angels, and the wonders of 
Nature. Ah brother ah joſiah! we ſhall 
never more hear Abel ſing hymns! He will 
talk to us no more !—He will never, never 
wake! How our father will weep: for him, 
when he comes from the field !—How pale 
How frightful! The terrified children now 
hide their faces in the folds of their mother's 
veſtment. Fier II 
Adam having finiſhed digging the Grave, 
wake thou, ſaid he,toThirza: wake my beloved. 
Let us obey the Divine command, and return 
the duſt to its mother earth. Wake, my 
Thixza, he continued, and tenderly took her 
hand to raiſe her from the corple. She had 
been in x kind of a trance on the body of her 
huſband, and now waked from the holy viſion. 
Yes I have ſeen hin Il have ſeen ol | 
| 2 TT 
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cried, as ſhe aroſe. He came to me ſhining 
| etal taſtes * | 7 
not my deareſt Thirza, I am happy. Soon 
ſhalt. thou partake my bliſs in the abodes of 
felicity and glory, where there is no death to 
ſeparate us. At theſe words he diſappeared, 
having caſt on us a divine ſmile; an heavenly 
light marked the traces of his feet. Thus ſhe 
poke, and conſolation ſublime illumined 
her viſage. Inter, O my father, inter, ſaid 
ſhe, this covering of duſt. And immediately 
went to her mother and ſiſter. They all three 
hid their faces under their diſhevelled treſſes, 
while Adam wrapt in {kins the body of his 
ſon. He laid it in the pit, and covered it with 
earth, and then ſaid, let us my dear wife! let 
us my dear children ! adore the Moſt High 
before this grave of the firſt dead. They now 
all proftrated themſelves before the grave, 
little Eliel and his brother kneeling on each 
ſide; their mother, and the father of men pro- 
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Weep. not, he ſaid; weep 
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nounced in a loud voice this prayer, with his 


arms devoutly folded on his Brat. 
„Ocho who dwelleſt in the higheſt heaven, 
God, Creator, Juſhce Eternal, Goodneſs Infi- 
nite ! behold us proſtrate before the grave of 
our beloved ſon. We ſinners kneel before 
thee in the duſt.” O may our prayer aſcend 
to thy celeſtial throne: look with an eye of 
compaſſion. on us, O God, in the valley ot 
death, this abode of ſin; our iniquities are 
great, but thine infinite goodneſs is {till greater. 
We are polluted in thy fight : thou beholdeſt 
our impurities; yet thou haſt not turned thy 


face from us; thou ſtill vouchſafeſt to look o 
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us in our miſery with a propitious eyẽ. Thou 
rmitteſt us to implore thee; thou haſt not 
abandoned the ſinner; eternal praiſes Tile to 
thee; thy works, O God, render thee pratfe: 
The. beauties of ſpring, the ſerenity of the 
heavens ſhew forth thy beneficence: the loud 
voice of thy thunder, the rattling hay, the- 
howling ſtorm proclaim thy power. Smiling 
joy glorifies thee ; thy juſtice is alſo - loſe 
by the tears of ſorrow. We have beheld the 
fon of ſin, frightful death. He is come to our 
dwelling, in a form moſt hideous. Guilt led. 
him by the hand, the earth groaned, and black 
tempeits gathered round the direful pair. 
The firſt fruit of my loins—ah, I'tremble— | 
my firſt- born has embrued his hands in His | 
brother's blood. O God, merciful and graci- 
ous, though I preſume to ſupplicate thee-for 
him, turn not thy face from me. O God 
of Clemency, caſt him not off for ever. When 
he mourns in the duſt for his offences, when 
he trembles at his crime, when overwhelmed 
by torturing remorſe, he weeps, he groans, and 
proſtrates himſelf with great contritiori before 
thee. O my God, look with a pitying eye on 
his miſery: commiſerate his deſpair, and aſ- 
ſuage his anguiſh by thy divine conſolations. 
O my Maker, caſt him not off for ever. Reject 
not the preſumptious petition ; may our pray- 
ers, our cries aſcend to thy ſublime'throne 
from this grave of the firſt dead. We Have, 
according ta thy command, reſtored the 
periſhing duſt to the earth. Hear us Lord, 
while we cry unto thee in behalf of our firſt- 
| born. Let him not periſh in thy wrath: * 
4 . hi 
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this grace, O God, we will ſupplicate thee at 
the riſing and ſetting ſun : in the ſilent hours 
of night, when all nature is huſhed to reſt, we 
will 1mplore thee for him. O God of conſola- 
tion, caſt him not off for ever; eternal praiſes 
be rendered to thee, who haſt received the 
foul of the happy deccaled into the regions of 
never-ending felicity. Death has ſcized the 
firſt victim. | 9 N 

We ſhall follow one after another to the dark 
and ſilent Grave: but adored be thy loving 
kindneſs, adored be thy tender mercies, we 
mall likewiſe follow him to the realms of im- 
mortality and bliſs. O thou who createdit the 
Heavens! at whoſe word this world aroſe 
from nothing ! they ſhall periſh, the Heavens 

and the earth ſhall paſs away; but thou art 
eternal. We dwell in bodies of duſt. This 

duſt ſhall be diſſolved; but thou art un- 
changeable, and wilt raiſe to glory the ſinner 
who. deplores his crimes, and the righteous 
man who. mourns that his virtues are mixed 
with imperfections, and his higheſt attain- 
ments ſullied by human frailty. Thou wilt 

ather them together out of the duſt, to be- 
ſtow on them eternal joys, angelic purity; 
for — 0 promiſe ineffable; the ſeed. of the 
woman thall bruiſe the ſerpent's head. Leap 


ſor joy, O earth! chant forth the praiſes of 
the Moſt High, all nature. We will glorify 
his name in the midſt of calamity. Man 1s 
fallen: he is degraded from his original dig- 
nity; but glory be to God, he hath not caſt 
bim off —He+hath not rejected him forever: 
his mercy beholds the work of his . 
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the ſeat of judgment: He fell whom God crea- 
ted upright, yet when after his fatal tranſgreſ- 
ſon, the ſinner full of anguiſh ſtood trembling 
in fearful expectation of an eternal curſe, and 
what leſs could he expect? that (let men 
and angels celebrate the glorious myſtery ) 
then the Almighty pronounced that the ſeed 
of the woman thould bruiſe the ſerpent's head. 
Myſtery fublime, myſtery profound! wrapt 
in an holy obſcurity, which no finite being 
can penetrate : but full of divine conſolations. 
The ſinner is reconciled to God; the offen- 
der is reſtored to peace and hope. Shall man 
then lament in the duſt? ſhall he groan in 
deſpair, if the dream ol life is alternately filled 
with joy and ſorrow ? Death approaches, it 
{hall break the ſhackles of the ſoul, and free 
it from the conſequences of a juſt malediction. 
Then thoſe, who, while clothed in duſt, for- 
cot not their original purity, who loved vir- 
tue, who loved God, who kindled in their 
hearts the ſeraphic flame, ſhall be aſſembled 
together in the manſions on high, to enjoy 
there inceſſant, internal felicity.—I ſee them, 
the holy aſſembly are preſent to my view, nu- 
merous beyond computing, pure as the flame 
which - deſcends on the ſacred altar; they 
[land ſurrounded by angels before the throne. 
They behold the face of God. They delight 
in his Goodneſs, Beatic viſion; tranſporting 
proſpect ; how is my ſoul raiſed; how is my 
heart expanded; raptures before unknown; 
O Goodncls inſinite; Grace inexpreſſible; lolt 
in thine ammenlity, the firſt archangel can 
but 
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but imperfectly expreſs his ſenſations ;—man 
can only feel them. 

Adam ceaſed to ſpeak ; but continued in 
ſilent ecſtacy proſtrate on the earth: his wife 
and daughters ſtill kneeling by his ſide.— 
Nature herſelf obſerved the ws lence: all 
was ſerene; not a cloud paſſed over them 
thro' the lucid ſky. 

Now came on © mild evening clad in ſober 
grey, while every breeze was huſhed. During 
this perfect calm, Cain, purſued by guilt, was 
agitated with fear, horror, remorſe, and ſad 
_ diſmay. He roved from place to place, he 

wandered in the deſarts, till ſpent with fa- 
tigue, he ſat down facing the riſing moon, and 
thus the voice of his deſpair diſturbed the 
peaceful filence that reigned over all nature. 
There beyond that dark hill the moon begins 
her courſe, ſpreading around a faint light. 
All under the ſtarry expanſe imbibe a new 
life from invigorating ſleep; man only wakes; 
my accurſed hand has driven from his dwel- 
ling peace and reſt; the voice of Griet and 
lamentation aſcends from the cottages. Tis !]. 
*tis I, miſerable, that have brought affliction to 
their abodes; the cries, the Groans of my be- 
wailing parents, ariſe to heaven as ſo many 
accuſations againſt me. This day, this ac- 

curſed day, hear it O moon, turn pale and 
hide thy beams; hear it, ye ſtars, and ſet in 
darkneſs: this day the earth has drank the 
blood of the firſt flain, ſhed by unnatural 
hand. Henceforth withhold from me your 
precious influences, bright luminaries; Curſed 
on the Ground I tread; baniſhed from the 
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chearful face of man. Hide me, hide me in 
the gloomy darkneſs. I have ſhed my bro- 
ther's blood. I have torn the heart of him 
that begat me; I have filled with deſpair the 
breaſt of her who brought me forth and nou- 
riſhed my miſancy. Hide me from the eyes 
of nature. I have trampled on her dictates. I 
will fly, ily with miſery, fad companion, to 
ſome defart region, where no human foot has 
marked the faded graſs. I will dwell among 
the rocks and precipices, where putrid water 


trickles in tears from the ſteeps into the ſwam- 


py abodes of loathſome reptiles, where birds 
ot prey build their neſts; where ſavage beaſts 
devour their bloody carnage : alas, even theſe 
will abhor me, they kill no brothers. Shade 
me, darkneſs, from the cheering {ky ; ſhade 
me, ſome horrid gloom, from the fight of every 
creature; there let me lament my cruelty, 
there howl out my deſpair. When ſleep over- 
comes me, terrors will preſent themſelves to 
my imagination: I ſhall behold my murdered 
brother“ ſhall ſee his wounded head; his 
clotted blood. OPtt& troy 

Thus Cain beheld his wretchedneſs. He 
ceœaſed and fat abandoned to mute grief; no 
bird of night diſturbed the awful ſtillneſs; 
frighted by ſounds of human woe, they had 
fled in filence; a gentle murmur only floated 
through the air. Again he vents his ſorrows, 
and caſting his melancholy eyes around, he 
cries, pity me, ye woods; weep for me, ye 
fields, no words can deſcribe my miſery, and 
pity is due to miſery. O nature, arrayed in 
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beauty, grieve for me—for me, loſt to beauty 
and happineſs; mourn for me each creature ; 
ye taſte, ye feel the efficacious preſence of a 

n God, to me no longer gracious. I feel 
his wrath, I tremble at his power. He is to 
me only God the Avenger, the juſt Avenger 
of my brother's blood. Forever will it cry 
againſt me; my puniſhment is endleſs. 

He was now ſilent for ſome moments, then, 
with a deep ſigh, he ſaid, I weep; can ſuch a 
wretch as I ſhed tears? Welcome precious 
drops, FE atteſt to me, that my RT are 
loftened. The deſpair which had ſeized my 
foul is changed to plaintive grief to weeping 
ſorrow. Ah flow my tears, receive them, 
O earth; I am curſed on thy ſurface, thou haſt 
drank, my brother's blood, yet, oh receive 
theſe tears which ſhew my unſpeakable diſ- 
treſs ;—What new emotions ;—How is my 
heart ſoftened; my tears flow faſter Yes 
I will—Yes, while darkneſs hides me from 
every eye, I will away to the dwelling of my 
aflicted parents, to poor Thirza, I will go to 
all, and once more ſee them—once more bleſs 
them—Bleſs them; the angry winds would 
diſperſe the ſalutations, as they came from my 
polluted lips. Ah, fratricide, canſt thou pro- 
nounce a bleſſing, thyſelf accurſed; I will, 
however, go and ſtrive to. bleſs them in their 
grief, I will weep before them, and in the duſt 
deplore my guilt, and then—yes then I fly 
for ever from their reproaching eyes. Fly 
from thee Mahala. I fly for ever from my 
children. Here his agony ſtifled his words, 
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and he moved towards the cottages, watering 
with his tears the ſolitary way. 
He was now palling a little grove, planted 
by the hand of Abel near the ſpring. Cain 
then remembered, that his brother, when he 
had completed this work, had ſaid, with fond 
affection, Flouriſh ye trees, ſpread wide your 
branches, may ye for ever bloom, that under 
your refreſhing ſhade our deſcendants may, 
in affectionate converſe, relate to their off- 
ſpring what they will learn from us, ſaying, 


Here Eve brought forth her firſt-born ; here 


ſhe ſoothed with her careſſes his infant cries, 
him the firſt ſolace in her ſad exile. Here ſhe 
viewed him with inexpreſſible rapture. She 
called him Cain, ſaying, from the hand of the 
Lord have I received thee. The murderer 


paſſed by this monument of his brother's ten- 
derneſs with quickened ſtep: a remorſeful 


{ſweat covered his averted face; his trembling 
knees could ſcarce ſuſtain his weight. Thus 
at the ſight of his father's grave, trembles the 
„ who with murderous diſſimulation 

ad invited the good old man, returning from 
the field to fly; but in vain he ſtrove; he ſunk 


refreſhed himſelf with impoiſoned viands. 


When he paſles the tomb, the ruſtling of th 


trees which ſurrounded it, the odours of the 


garlands, with which his duteous ſiſters have 

crowned the urn, raiſe a ſtorm in his guilty 

_ heart. n 

Now Cain had paſſed the terrifying grove, 

and drew near the cottages. The pale moon 

ſhed on them a feeble light through the wo 
42 an 
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and melancholy ſilence reigned around; - He 
caſt on the dwellings his weeping ey es; he 
raiſed his hands to heaven, he wrang them 
in ſpeechleſs agony. Conſcious guilt tore 
his now ſoftened heart; trembling he ſtood 
amidſt the dreary ſtillneſs. At length he ut- 
tered, in a low voice, this impaſſioned ſolilo- 
uy. How quiet deep affliction reſts here; ah 
that murmur. Are they not ſighs ? they came 
from the cottages—from the cottages; from 
the dwellings come thole piercing ejaculations 
ol ſleepleſs grief. Here, here ye once chear- 
ful manſions—here, , trembling in darkneſs, 
ſtands the wretch who has made you the 
abodes of ſorroẽw - Here, purſued by infernal 
horrors, ſhudders in obſcurity, he who has 
chaſed from the habitations of thole who gave 
him life, peace, joy, and every domeſtic fweet. 
Dare I breathe the air through which aſcend the 
| ſighs of my mourning parents, my terrified 
wife, my-widowed ſiſter. Dare I appear in a 
ſpot conſecrated to juſt grief; griet for my 
crime !—Begone, pollute not the reſidence of 
virtue.—Yes, I go, I go far from you—But let 
my eyes, hagger'd with deſpair, yet a little 
longer behold your dwellings. In pity to my 
unſpeakable anguiſh, allow me to weep here 
a little longer. Suffer me to raiſe to heaven my 
bloody hands for your happineſs. Then I go 
— hail, hail ye,—ah wretch, wilt thou profane 
their ſacred names? Wilt thou pollute with 
thy infected breath, titles that expreſs the 
ſofteſt ties, the moſt exalted ſenſations of the 
human heart? Oh that with the gloom of 
„ AEST Sc: Set Ne $30 ee” night. 


The Death of Abel. 149 


might, your diſtreſs, your terrors might leave 
vou to dwell in my wretched boſom, fit com- 
anions in my wanderings on an earth whoſe 
.curle I have encreaſed. O that I alone could 
endure the puniſhment due to my crime! 
May your memories never be diſturbed b 
my horrid image; O that I myſelf could loſe 
all remembrance of my ſelf; dreadful with of 
extreme deſolation. = | 
Cain having thus ſpoke, remained ſtill near 
the cottages. He groaned, he raiſed his eyes 
to heaven, when he heard the footſteps of one 
advancing ſlowly through the gloom. A cold 
ſhivering, like the p. nay of death, ſeized his 
limbs. He ſtrove down, trembling without 
ſtrength, among the buſhes. 
Thirza, the firſt night of her ſad widow- 
hood, unable to ſleep, had quitted her lonely 
bed. She left her cottage, and went to the 
Grave of her huſband, where ſeating herſelf 
on the damp Graſs, the wept among the clods. 
She viewed with fixed eyes the ſtarry firma- 
ment, then turning to the Grave, ſaid, Here 
lies all that made life defirable ; all my repoſe, 
all my joy lies under this earth, Which now 
imbibes my tears. Sleep has forſaken my 
 wearied eye lids: no reſt remains for me. 
Flow on, flow on my tears, Mare my ſole 
conſolation; my . 9 hours ſhall be 
ſpent in bewailing thy lols, my deareſt huſ- 
band! ſhall be ſpent near thy precious re- 
mains in gloomy. ſadneſs! Tis true I have 
ſeen thee,—I have ſeen my love arrayed in 
heavenly glory: but ah! I am deprived of his 


146 Ne Death of Abel. 


ſweet ſociety, his tenderneſs, his endearing 
care, through the remainder of a life of calamity 
and wretchedneſs. In vain Il tried to reſt on 
the conjugal couch: my ſpirits forſook me: I 
almoſt fainted, while the {ſweet pledge of our 
love lay by me, locked in the arms of ſleep. 
The little innocent ſmiled in his guiltleſs ſlum- 
bers. Alas, he knows not yet the woes of 
mortals. Alas, he knows not yet his own ir— 
reparable loſs! Ah my infant, I deplore thy 
misfortune, for ever deprived of a tender fa- 
ther, an inſtructor of thy childhood, a guide 
to thy youth, and the friend to thy riper 
years. 'Thy wretched mother a prey to keen 
diſtreſs, torn by heart-piercing anguiſh will 
want the ſtrength, will want the wiſdom to 
ſupply thy loſs. O my child how are we be- 
reaved ! how 18 every comfort raviſhed from 
us! Horrid reflection! raviſhed from us by 
the hand of a brother. Where is he? Where 
is the miſerable ?—where has his remorſe, 
where has his deſpair driven him? O Thou 
Infinite Clemency ! God Propitious! deſpiſe 
not my ſupplications, turn not from my prayer, 
while wit unwearied fervor J entreat thee 
for him. Hear him, O God of Grace and 
Conſolation, hen he cries to thee from the 
duſt—when in deep penitence and fincere 
contrition of heart, he bewails his crime, and 
1mplores thy mercy. E BYE. "TROVE - 7-03 
Her agony of ſoul now ſtopt her voice: but 
oon ſhe cried, as ſhe raiſed her a eyes 
to heaven, Bright ſtar of night, often haſt thou 
been witneſs of our chaſte endearments, when 


thy 
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thy ſoft light illumin'd our path, Often haſt 
thou been witneſs to his ſublime converſe, 
- when he deſcribed the charms of virtue; the 
delights of an approving conſcience. Thou 
now canſt only ſhed thy beams on his ſilent 
Grave. Buried in this duſt lies every human 
excellence: the conlolation, the hope, the 
joy of his weeping parents! Here ſleeps to 
wake no more, my love, my life, my huſband! 
She now continued long ſilent, abandoned to 
ſpeechleſs Grief. At length ſurveying the 
objects round her, ſhe fixed her melancholy 
eyes on the fragrant encloſure, where her and 
her dear companion uſed to paſs their molt 
delightful hours. Ah! lovely bower! the 
cryed; thou now art ſolitary. In vain the 
pale moon pierces thy aromatic ſhades. There, 
dear departed Abel! the ruddy evening ſaw 
thee pour forth thy ſoul in holy rapture. The 
remembrance of thine intenſe devotion, thy 
fervent piety, thy humble love, has lighted 
up in my heart a ſecret fervor. I will riſe 
above this Grief. The darkneſs of my ſoul 
is diſpelled by the dear remembrance, as the 
riſing moon chaſes from the horizon the Gloom 
of night, O my beloved! in yonder {ſweet re- 
treat, ho has devotion animated thine eyes! 
How wert thou raiſed above mortality, when 
thou in the joyful exultation of thine heart 
ſaidſt, What an happineſs is it, my deareſt - 
Thirza, to be virtuous! What a privilege it 
is to be permitted to ſupplicate, to love him 
from whom all theſe beauties are but emana- 
tions? What unſpeakable felicity, to pe con- 
cious 
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ſeious that the angels who ſurround us ap- 


prove þ of our actions! | What, my beloved | 


wife, he added, taking my hand, What de? 
light is there in this creation, that can be com- 
pared to the conſtant aſſurance of the Divine 
preſence! to the conſciouſneſs of virtue. 
To him who departeth not from his integrity, 
who panteth after perfection, death itſelf has 
loſt many of its terrors. We Know—let the 
ſinner exult in the inexpreſſible mercy !—we 
know that it will only ſeparate the body from 
the immortal ſoul, which, when eſcaped from 
its priſon of earth, will wing its way to the 
manſions of eternal joy. O my Thirza; con- 
tinued the dear departed ſaint, if I quit m 

duſt before thee be ſore thee remove to bliſs, 
ſhort and moderate be thy grief: 'weep not 
long over my periſhing clay. What are the 
days of this ſhort life compared with eternity. 
We ſhall meet again in the realms of purity 
and joy, to part no more. Deareſt Abel! 
J replied, while my tears flowed, neither if 
I-firft leave my duſt, do thou give way to 
fruitleſs forrow : ſhed not many tears over my 

ſenſeleſs corpſe. We ſhall, my love, be re- 
united; we ſhall together enjoy everlaſting 
Happineſs: we {hall meet -O ecſtacy! never; 
never to part more -O my foul fink not un- 
der thy Grief. Sublime are the conſolations 


offered thee. Remember thy dignity reflect 


on thine immortality !—look beyond the pre- 
fent calamity ——rejoice in the ſalvation thar 
awaits thee. © Didſt thou periſh With the fratt 
body where would be my hope ?<yhat contd 
op e ange 
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alluage my ſorrow ? ell might I lament over 
this grave ! well might I pray that an end might 
be put tomy wretched being but I ſhall live 
for ever! 1 will riſe above this diſpiriting 
grief. Yes, my deareſt huſband ! if thy enno- 

led ſoul if thy angelic mind ſtill retains any 
love, any concern for my happineſs, thou wilt 
be pleaſed to know that thy. precepts; thine 
example has inſpired me with fortitude—has 
taught me to bear up under the unavoidable 
afflictions of mortality. Dear angel! if thou 
ſtill hovereſt over me, thou ſhalt be witneſs 
to my endeavours to repel this fruitleſs grief: 
but thy teats ſtill flow—l cannot yet comman 
my ſorrow. I muſt a little longer weep on 
this precious duſt. I will erett round the 
grave an harbour of cypreſs: under the melan- 
choly ſhade I wilt mourn my loſs : but under 
it too will 1 contemplate; in holy tranſport, or 
the happy moment, when I ſhall meet my be- 
loved; when, like hirti, I ſhall be free from all 
impurity, all ſorrow, all fin, and eternally out 
of the teach of death. This raviſhing proſpect 
trill—it,, does. abate my anguiſh. She now 
aroſe from the grave, but inſtantly cried, 
finking again on her knees, O horrid reflec- 
tion !—our brother murdered him! O God of 
Goodneſs! hear my ſupplications : ſhew favour 
to the unhappy inter ; hear him when he 
cries to thee; deſtroy him not, O God! in thy 
wrath. Save him, O gracious God! fave him 
froth eternal A My petitions for his 
final Were s ſhall aſcend to thee in the early 
* I will pray for him without ceaſing. 
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the ſanctifled ſpot. —Fly, wretch, fly— 


150 Nie Death of Abel. 


Cain, the prey of wild deſpair, lay trem- 
ling among the buſhes. Fly, he cried to him- 
| If Hy theſe holy dwellings, odious monſter! 
Ah, I cannot fly. I am ſurrounded by infer- 
nal horrors—Leave me, furies, leave me 
Carry me, trembling feet, from this ſeat of vir- 
tue. I prophane the ſacred place; alas, I can- 
not fly, my ſtrength fails: a cold fhivering 
has ſeized my limbs. Oh that theſe were the 
laſt tremblings of nature; unhappy that I.am, 
I ſurvive to feel encreaſing angel. How her 

lamentations pierce my ſoul! O Virtue, how 
ſublime are thy conſolations! all-loſt, for 


ever loſt to me. No hope remains—I have 


finhed beyond forgivenels Ah, ſhe prays! 
ſhe prays tor me: for me who have filled her 
heart with ſorrow.—Unexampled goodneſs ; 
ought ſhe not rather to call down curſes on 
my guilty head? O torture. Her virtue, her 
piety herghtens my deſpair. My miſeries are 
inſupportable; my crime appears in all its 
magnitude. Not the apoſtate fpirits in the 


loweft abyſs of hell feel more horror-—=Thou 


pray for me, Thirza! thy raſh Ves are all 
ſuperfluous No, God will not hear thy prayers 


ehe is juſt, Now ſhe retires from the grave 
of her huſband murdered by my hand. Dare 
T tread the ſame path ? dare I weep on the 
traces made by her feet? No—retire, barba- 


_ 
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rous ffatricide, retire bloody murderer from 
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Having thus ſpoke, he walked with haſty 
Rep, but ſuddenly ſtopping, he'cried, O Ma- 
"Hala, how can I leave thee !' how” can I leave 


ye forever, O my children! I will iti the'duſt 


- 


deplore 
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deplore my crime before you before thee, 
Mahala. Perhaps thou now ſheddeſt tears, o 
compaſſion for my miſery, perhaps thou wilt 
bleſs me ſtill. But what do I ſay? curſed of 
God, who will dare to bleſs me. No, hate me, 
curſe me, I deſerve it—then I fly abhorred of 
all, loaded with the curſe of God, and of all 
nature. Miſery extreme? anguiſh inſupport- 
able! I have no power to fly—I come, I come, 
my deareſt wife, to mourn before thee my 
guilty wretchedneſs. Iwill weep at thy feet 
I will implore thee to forgive my having 
chaſed peace from thy heart, and filled thy 
days with ſorrow. Then, yes then I fly from 
. thee, Mahala -I fly from you my children. 

Cain now. paſled the grave, and advanced 
towards his cottage. He frequently ſtopped 
as irreſolute; at length he came to his dwel- 
ling; but ſtood long without, pale and trem- 
bling. Then, with tottering and heſitating 
ſtep, he paſſed the threſholx e. 
Mahala was fitting on her ſolitary bed, 
gazing with weeping eyes at the pale moon, 
more pale herſelf than the ſtar when enve- 
loped in clouds. Her infants were crying 
round her. At the ſight of her huſband the 
gave a heart-piercing ſhriek, and fell on the 

ed ſenſeleſs. The terrified infants graſped the 
knees of Cain, crying, Omy father!help our dear 
mother; ſhe is taint—ſhe is ſick with weeping 
for Abel He is dead Adam has put him 
in the ground, and covered him with duſt. 
Why was you ſo long a coming home? You 
have worked along *. Dear father! 157 
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fort our mother. Overcome by the conflict 
of Rix various paſſions, Cain chuld give no 
anſwer to his little ones. He embraced them. 
1 ged them in his arms, while his tears 
ran on their faces. Then unable to ſupport 
his anguiſh, he fell on the earth, at the 5 of 
hs KD og The children now redoubled their 
cries, which awaked Mahala from her ſwoon. 
She fa her weeping huſband on the earth. 
0 Cain, Cain! ſhe cried in a voice of deſpair, 
tearit ng her diſhevelled locks. Mahala inter- 
rupte Cain, my dear Mahala, forgive me! 
ardon me, the murderer of thy borther. 
This once let me caſt myſelf in the duſt at thy 
Ah! I conjure thee to grant me this fee- 
ble: e KITES op this laſt hope of a miſery 
that has no equal only abſtain from curſing 
me. Frag ak hs not, nee be 55 de- 
re re thee my miſery and my guilt :— 
5 I fly far from thee Co Suite: f 4 hide 
me in the deſarts. © Curſed of God, followed 
by: his Wrath, 1 fy.” O curſe Tat not; curſe. 
nat thy wretched uſbanßd. 
Ah Gain ſhe replied, penetrate with the 
tend ſt compaſſion; tho thou haft killed 
the beſt of brothers tho thou haſt heaped 
inexprſſible miſeries on my wretched head, 
125 I forget. not that thou art my huſband. 
+I weep for thee. Cain A calt: 
ing r ook of tenderneſs-a look that 
expreſſed the bitter anguiſh of: his heart. 


Fatal moment, when à dream from hell de- 
geived nie! Theſe little ones appeared before 
mg, as flavcs to the ſons of Abel. To = 
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them from miſery and bondage, I killed him 
Curſed moment I murdered the beſt of bro: 
thers, and the bloody deed will forever haunt 
my mind, and fill it with infernal horrors, 
My puniſhment is eternal. Yet, O Mahala! 
J would eſcape thy curſes, Curſe me not, 
my deareſt wife Curſe me not in my miſery. 
This hour 1 fly—1 quit thee for eyer—quit ye 
for ever, my beloved children! I fly from ye, 
curſed by God and man. 19620 
The children lamented round him. They 
raiſed their innocent hands in agony. Ma, 
hala ſunk on the earth, and reclined on her 
huſband. Receive theſe tears receive theſe 
8 e of my ſincere forgiveneſs and com- 
paſſion, ſhe. ſaid, while ſhe wept over him. 
Doſt thou fly, Cain ?—Doſt thou fly to the 
deſart regions? How can I dwell here while 
thou art ſolitary and abandoned - while thay 
art miſerable far from me? No, Cain, I HH 
with thee. How can I ſuffer thee to be deſ- 
titute of all relief in the deſarts? What cruel 
inquietudes would torment me? Every breeze 
T heard would fill me with terror! Perhaps 
he is now, I ſhould ſay to myſelf, Perhaps he 
is at this inſtant in the agonies of death, with+ 
out ſuccour in ſome barren wild. She was 
ſilent, and Cain, with a look of aſtoniſhment; 
cry d, What do I hear? Is it thou Mahala ? 
is it thou thyſelf: or does a dream again de- 
ceive me? It is, it is my dear, my virtuous 
wife! Thy words Mahala, thy conſolation 
words have ſoftened r air. Thou doft 
not hate me it is enough. No, thou courage- 
7 5747 | db 4 hx hs KN ous, 
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dus, thou affectionate wife! thou ſhalt never 
fhare- in the puniſhment due, to my horrid 
erime—thou ſhalt not ſuffer for me the chaſ- 
tiſements of Heaven. Remain in this abode 
fanctified by virtue, where dwelleth the Di- 
vine Benediction. I will not render thee 
more "miſerable. Forget me Mahala,—forget 
thy wretched 'buſband. Abandoned on God, 
1 fhall wander without peace or reſt! but 
mayelt thou be happy! mayeſt thou be bleſt! 
No, Cain, if thou art miſerable, I cannot here 
be happy, replied Mahala. I fly with thee— 
with thee I wander—I will be deſolate with 
thee—T go with thee to the deſart regions. 
Our children thall go with us. I will there 
ſhare thy miſery—I will try to affuage it—1 
will mix my tears of compaſſion with thy 
tears of penitence I will kneel by thy ſide.— 
. My prayers ſhall aſcend to heaven with thine, 
our children proſtrate round us ſhall join their 
voices with ours, He will hear the prayer of 
the penitent. Po pap os & WAP 

O thou] cried Cain, by what name ſhall I 
call thee? Thou art to me as a gracious angel! 
A beam of divine conſolation has darted into 
the obſcurity of my ſoul! O Mahala! O my 
wife! now I dare embrace thee. O that I 
could make thee ſenſible of what I feel! but 
words cannot expreſs my gratitude. At theſe 
words he preſſed her to his breaſt; then ſud- 
denly quitting her, he embraced his children; 
but ſoon returned to his wife, and again 


Now 


clapſed her to his heart. 
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Now this tender mother, this heroic, wife, 
ſoothed her infants, and wiped away their 
tears. She took her youngeſt child to her 
breaſt, another little one held by the hand of - 
his father, While Eliel and Joſiah, full of life 
and gaiety, tripped before them. Mahala, 
with weeping eyes, beheld the dwellings of 
her parents, and of Thirza. Be bleſt, be bleſt, 
ſaid ſhe, O deſolate family whom I abandon! 
Soon will I return from the place of our habi- 
tation, to ſupplicate your bleſſings for me 
for my dear, my penitent huſband. I will 
ſolicit for him a pardon. She now wept as 
irreſolute, when inſtantly exhalations, more 
balſamic than are breathed from all the flow- 
ers of ſpring, ſurrounded the fugitives, and 
the voice of an inviſible angel from over their 
heads, ſaid, Go generous wife, I will in a 
dream inform thy tender mother of thine 
heroic courage. I will tell her, thou art gone 
with thy penitent huſband, to implore mercy 
for him from the 1 Judge. „ 

They now walked by the light of the noc- 
turnal ſtar.” They loſt ſight of the dwellings, 
and advanced into, the deſart regions where 
had never been imprinted the foot of man. 


As 


